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IN THE BEGINNING— 
God said — "Let us make ■ 

Thus was the seal of a Divine dignity set upon 
labor. God created the Earth; He made a Garden; 
He brought into being an amazing series of works—- 
He made man in His own image— to be a worker. 



WORK! 



LABOR DAY AND JESUS 

WHAT HAS THE CHRIST OF GOD TO SAY TO THE ORDINARY, 

EVERYDAY TOILER-MAN ? 

The following article is by THE EDITOR 



LABOR Day and Jesus! What 
thoughts are awakened hy the 
contemplation of such a juxta- 
position! Is there any true re- 
lationship between the two ? Has the 
Christ of God any Interest in the life 
of the laborer? Are there any signs 
to indicate that Heaven is in any 
way concerned about the lot of the 
man who goes to make the mass of 
mankind — the ordinary, everyday 
toiler-man ? 

Let the answer be without equivo- 
cation; it is an uncompromising 
"Yes!" There is a true relationship 
between Jesus and Labor Day since 
He is the same yesterday, and to-day, 
and forever. He always was related 
to the working-man (who is enjoined 
to toil while it is called day) since 
the very beginning of things when He 
co-operated with God in the making 
of days, and beings and all that is. 
The Christ of God has every interest 
in the laborer. Dating back even be- 
fore that day in which the first man 
got him his bread to eat "in the sweat 
of his face" the Son has had an in- 
terest in him. 

Every sign, everywhere, betrays the 
concern of God the Father for the 
sons of men. Has it not been said 
that God must have loved the com- 
mon and ordinary man greatly since 
He made so many of him? Did not 
the Son of God become Son of Man 
and live His life in the days of His 
flesh among the common people ? And 
He, despised and rejected of men, as 
it had been prophesied concerning 
Him, still served His fellows of that 
Eastern land — in doing thus He bless- 
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Sunday, Aug. Slst, Mark 16: 12-20 

"THEY WENT FORTH . . . THE, 
LORD WORKING WITH THEM."— 

The privilege of working to- 
gether with God is for us as truly as 
it was for those early Christians. 

Song Book— No. 441. 
Monday, Sept. 1st, Galatlans 1:1-12 

"GRACE BE UNTO YOU AND, 
PEACE." — With this beautiful greet- 
ing Paul opens his letter of reproof 
and correction to these changeable 
comrades of his in Galatia. 

Song Book-^-No. 733. 
Tuesday, Sept. 2nd, Galatlans 1:13-24 

"I CONFERRED NOT WITH 
FLESH AND BLOOD.'*— Times come, 
in all our lives when we have to de- 
cide matters alone, between our souls, 
and God. At such times give your- 
self time to think. But once you have 
made a decision under God's guid- 
ance, never go back on it, 

Song Book — No. 845. 
Wednesday, Sep. 3rd, Galatlans 2:1-10 

"TO WHOM WE CAVE PLACE 
. . . NO. NOT FOR AN HOUR."— 
None could yield more graciously 
than Paul in matters affecting mere- 
ly his own pleasure or preference. 
But in the defence of right or the 
interest of others, none could better 
withstand those Who opposed him. 

Song Book— No, 439. 



ed all mankind forever — and died 
amidst the scornful revilings of the 
great crowd, saying, "Father, forgive 
them, they know not what they do!" 
Oh, yes, the Christ of God has an 
abiding interest in the toilerman, even 
to this day. Could it be otherwise? 
For some years, silent years, as far 
as history is concerned, He worked 
as a simple, carpenter, employing the 
primitive implements common to the 
wood- worker of that day. We know 
the names of Mary's household. The 
other boys were called James and 
Judas and Joses and Simon. There 
were at least two sisters. And when 
Joseph died the burden of the support 
of the family fell upon the shoulders 
of Jesus. He was, therefore, the 
breadwinner, the man of the house, 
just as many of my readers have 
to serve their day and generation. 

Exasperation 

For some of us this service may 
seem to occupy time — days, months, 
years — which we would fain devote 
to other employments. Is not the 
explanation of many extreme state- 
ments which are hurled at open-air 
audiences, some, maybe, on this 1930 
Labor Day, that the exasperation of 
being obliged to perform menial 
bread - and - butter - producing tasks, 
when we long to express ourselves — 
our souls, our unknown, true selves 
— in some noble manner; nobler, at 
any rate; drives us well-nigh if not 
altogether, out of control? Does the 
outburst relieve the internal tension? 
We should be careful lest it occasion 
other and less desirable and alto- 
gether unrestrainable explosions. 

How did Jesus conduct Himself? 
Surely He was somewhat similarly 
beset! Think of Him with the adze 
and the hammer, the saw, the nails, 
while His thoughts were longing to 
soar far away from the task on the 
bench. He was making a yoke, per- 
haps, for the unwieldy oxen of the 
village farmer; did He not see in it 
some suggestion of the yoke which 
held his young shoulders to the load 
of the household's maintenance? Yet 
He bore the burden until He was 
thirty years of age and the other 
four boys of the family were all old 
enough to support the household.. 

There was wonderful meaning in 

His words when, later on, He said: 

"Learn of me . . . my yoke is easy." 
Surely the very animals knew His 
workmanship! He did not dream 
away His days of servitude; He made 
wooden yokes so smooth-fitting that 
they were easy to wear, causing the 
burden to be lightly bome. Is not 
there a lesson for Labor Day in this 
humble exhortation — "Learn of Me"? 
Why not hold off the exasperation of 
the momentary tangle of circumstance 
by a contemplation of the Son of God, 
snared in the limitations of the Son 
of Man? Learn of Him. "And ye 
shall find rest to your soul," He' said. 
That inner, true self of you, oh, am- 



bitious one, so anxious to heal the 
hurts of the common man, shall find 
peace— rest in labor— by following in 
His steps who said, "I came to do the 
will of God." 

Just how much Mary helped Him 
with Scriptural instruction we do not 
know, but at twelve years of age, a 
son of the law, He was found, asking 
and answering questions of the doc- 
tors in the Temple in such fashion as 
to amaze them. This very education, 
unprofessional though it might be, 
would fire His imagination, and we 
may readily think of Him lifting His 
eyes from the bench, in the after 
years, to view the caravan winding its 
laborious way along the valley below 
His window, on and out into the world 
beyond. What would be His 
thoughts ? Would He not feel the re- 
straint of the little town, and sense 
the comparative wonder of the outer, 
wider spaces? 

The simple Bible story makes it 
plain that Jesus put away from him 
all that agitation which Is so vain 
even in our day. He did the will of 
His Father in that Nazareth work- 
shop, fashioning yokes for cattle, and 
one for Himself — and owe for all 
humanity for all time. And in due 
course He was able to say: "Come 
unto Me, if you are weary and 
heavy-laden; I will give you rest. See, 
this is the yoke which I have made! 
Take My yoke upon you, and. learn 
of Me, for My yoke is easy and by 
means of it the burden becomes 
light." 

And when the time came that He 
should begin His public ministry did 
He turn to the cultured classes for 
His assistants? No, He showed in 
common humanity' a supreme confi- 
dence which set Him apart from other 
leaders who have attempted great 
things in the world. And the magnifi- 
cent way in which His faith was 
justified is one of the finest proofs 
of His divinity. 

Different 

Says an ardent apostle of labor. 
"What did He do?" First of all I 
reply, He did not overthrow Rome's 
weighty oppression; nor did He lower 
the tax rate. He paid His taxes to 
Rome, moreover. He did not im- 
prove conditions of any kind in Jer- 
usalem. You will find no public 
library in His home town, erected bv 
fellow townsmen and bearing testi- 
mony to His life, and work. He did 
not get the carpenters of His day a 
rise in their pay. He left no formula 
by which all disease could certainlv 
be cured. His followers who were 
fishermen, when He found them re- 
mained fishermen still btti they were 




Read of them. They were trans- 
formed; they possessed remarkable 
power; they were capable of great 
achievement. Fishermen, yes- but He 
had made them, as He said He would 
fishers of men. Within our own ken 



ARE YOU WORKING WITH GOD? 

If I can put one touch of a rosy sunset into the life of any man or 
woman I shall feel that I have worked with God. He is In no haste- 
and if I do what I may in earnest I need not mourn If I work to iret 
work on the earth. Let God make His sunsets; I will mottle mv little 
fading cloud. To help the growth of -a thought that struggles toward 
the light; to brush with a gentle hand the stain from the white of on« 
snowdrop— such be my ambition! So shall I scale the rocks in front 
not leave my name carved upon those behind me.— George MacDoiiakl 



are men who, having learned of Him, 
have been made wonderfully new. The 
industrial classes of this world to-day, 
in nearly every part of the globe, 
have among them a leavening impulse 
actively engaged in fulfilling the will 
of God in the name and by the power 
of Jesus Christ. And they also have 
become flshers of men. Our Salvation 
Army comrades, adorning their 
simple professions as they bear His 
yoke therein, can not be ignored. It is 
our joy that they are effectual Sons' 
of God. 

In closing let this be added: He not 
only l/ias done, but la doing all the 
time. Through the counselling, guid- 
ing, impelling power of Christ, by the 
grace of God, more philanthropies 
have been started than by all the 
race of mankind else. Hospitals, 
clinics, charities, libraries, schools, 
colleges have multiplied for the heal- 
ing, helping and inspiring of men as 
a consequence of the life of Christ, 
Best of all, the religion of the Lord 
Jesus is the outstanding asset of 
civilization, and it reaches all classes, 

Yes, that is the beauty of it all- 
all have need and all may find in 
Him a satisfying soul-experience, 
Take His Word for it, on Labor Day, 
1930, 'and every day. "Learn of me 
. . . and ye shall find rest to your 
soul."— J.A.H. _ 

Thursday, Sep. 4th, Galatlans 2:11-21 

"I LIVE, YET NOT I, BVT 
CHRIST LIVETH IN ATE."— -Here we 
have the secret of holy, happy Chris- 
tian living. The heart in which Jesus 
dwells and reigns cannot help but 
produce the gracious fruits of His 
spirit. 

Song Book— No. 432. 
Friday, Sep. 5th, Galatlans 8:1-9 

"HAVING BEGUN IN THE 
SPIRIT, ARE YE NOW MADE 
PERFECT BY THE FLESH?" The 
Galatian Christians had begun to de- 
pend on their own keeping of the law 
for their acceptance with God ana 
growth in grace. Paul, therefore, im- 
parts to them the truth taught By 
Jesus. 

Song Book-— No. 426. 
Saturday, Sep. 6th, (Jahitluus 8: lO^J 

"CHRIST HAS REDEEMED V*. 
FROM THE CURSE OF TBH 
LAW." 

Jems! how uhn-iouN is Thy gntve'- 
When in Thy name we trust, 

Our faith receives a riiihtnoumiess 
That makes the sinner just. 
Song Book—No. 338. 
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SALVATIONISM AND INDUSTRIALISM 



Supplying a wonderful leaven, which is working amongst the mass of laboring humanity, 
uplifting ideals of life it is ennobling industry in all fields of craftsmanship — The 
Salvationist is not negative merely, he is a positive force. 



With 



ONCE IN A WHILE one comes upon 
a person who has conceived the 
notion that Salvationist!! and in- 
dustrialism have nothing in com- 
mon. Poor creature, only a surgical opera- 
tion could affect a mentality of that order. 
But having said that one is provoked to won- 
der if every thinking individual is sufficiently 
well informed to be able to recognize how 
wonderfully Salvationism does influence 
present-day industrialism. One might argue 
at considerable length and yet remain ab- 
struse. Suppose, instead, one gives a case 
or two by way of letting the word-picture 
tell the story. 

First, however, to make plain what it is 
one is talking about, let it be stated that The 
Salvation Army man is, considerably, an in- 
dustrialist or, still more simply expressed, 
a working man. By far the greater majority 
of the men and women who march and fight 
beneath the familiar Blood and Fire banner 
of The Army, earn their bread and butter 
amongst the workers of the world. 

A Manifest Consequence 

Let it be understood, then, that with that 
great host of daring out-and-out toilers, 
mingling with the vast mass of laboring 
humanity, a wonderful leaven is in operation, 
with the uplifting of the ideals of life, and 
the ennobling of industry as its manifest 
consequence. Think of the non-drinking, 
non-swearing, non-smoking, non-stealing 
Salvationist and you will have envisaged 
part, but only part, of that which one has in 
mind, for such angle is negative, merely. 
Instead, contemplate the Soldier of Salvation 
as a positive force, representing the 
clarity of vision and the activity of body 
which belong to one free from any alcoholic 
affection. He is calmly quiet under 
the varied provocations of untoward and 
awkward circumstances, bridling more than 
his tongue. Uncontrolled temper in an em- 
ployee is sometimes costly to the employer. 
Look upon a gang of men at work on a 
public contract and note how often the 
smoker has to minister to his pet habit! — and 
this at so much per hour, what time the work 
stands still. Is it too much to contend that 
the influence of the Salvationist in such a 
setting represents a great deal? One knows 
that it does. He does not steal time; he has 
respect for his master's property. 

Even as the entrance of "The War Cry" 
Herald, bent on disposing of her papers, in- 
troduces a sense of calming restraint into an 
English public-house on a Saturday evening, 
so the coming of a new girl into a Toronto 
work-room has been known to dissipate the 
spiteful atmosphere which had been, making 
working conditions impossible, and this even 
before it had become known that the latest 
hand was a Salvationist 

Management and Men 

The coming of a company of Welsh Sal- 
vationists into an Australian ironworks set 
up a new standard, not only of behaviour, 
but of craftsmanship, with the happiest of 
issues and advantageous mutually between 
the management and the men. 

Having proved the joys of Salvation in 
a Lancashire cotton factory a certain family 
migrated to an American city, where "noth- 
ing less than a miracle," to use the words of 
the overseer, occurred in the weaving sheds 
where they went to work. The racket of the 
machinery in such a department renders the 
human voice more or less useless; but looks 



and lip movements have a ready interpreta- 
tion. The actions of one of the leading wo- 
men had brought about a state of things, as 
to the relationships between the loom work- 
ers, that prejudiced business altogether, and 
the authorities were at their wits' end to 
know what to do, when that Salvation family 
arrived. Not immediately was the victory 
won, but almost from the beginning it was 
obvious that some new spirit was at work. 
The other workers began to sing the choruses 
brought from the Old Country — at any 
rate the lips were obviously at work and 
smiles took the place of scowls. By and by 
even the ringleaders in the trouble had to 
give in to the sweet compulsion of unselfish 
love in action. 

Finding that breakages were decidedly 
fewer than they had been, and wondering 
why this should be so, the manager of a Can- 
adian pottery undertook a little careful in- 
vestigation. He found that the man who fired 
certain kilns was peculiarly different in his 
bearing, a strange new patience had come to 
characterise him. One day the manager ask- 
ed him wherein lay the difference. 

"Well, I was a very hasty-tempered 
man," he replied, "and that state of affairs 
was not improved by the 'goods' 1 purchased 
with a permit — no they were not 'dry goods,' 
either. I was heading for a dip, as sure as 
could be, with the fun of being fired myself, 
in a different way from that I employed on 
the kilns, when that fellow you put on to help 
me joined The Salvation Army. He got me 
to go with him. one evening, when one of 
their 'brass hats' came to town, and now I'm 
properly joined up and through with the 
drink. My temper is better and the work 
goes fine." 

Just a lad among the lads in the round 
house, cleaning the mighty monsters who 
take the great trains across the country. Ron 
Stibberts counted for little but mischief, and 
many a mishap on an engine might have 
been accounted for by his carelessness or 
worse. He was not the only one, either. Slip- 
shod work, rushed through to make time for 
gambling at cards, when the night boss was 
not around, added its quota to the eventual' 
reports which reached the super's desk. 

Epidemic of "Please Explain" 

Suddenly the epidemic of "Please ex- 
plain" forms ceased and everything ap- 
peared to be going merrily as a. wedding-bell. 
The superintendent was easy-going; he said to 
his wife, ope evening at supper, "I'm tickled 
pink at the change that's come over that 
gang down at the round house, but I'm keep- 
ing my nose out of it. I'm letting sleeping 
dogs lie. They're not using up nearly so many 
requisitions as they used to do, and the 
minor accidents are lower than ever I've 
known them. I'd like to know why, but I'm 
not asking. Touching wood for mine; may 
it long continue I" 

But if he could have known it three of 
the one-time rascals of the shed were putting 
in their spare time off duty learning to play 
brass instruments at The Army Hall, and 
they were saving the money they used to . 
squander at poker in order to buy Army 
Band uniforms in due course. En route to this 
happy condition of things they had each paid 
a thrilling visit to the Penitent-form. 

This kind of story could be repeated 
endlessly with implications constituting a 
fascinating study. Miners, carpenters, tailors, 
bricklayers, blacksmiths, masons, engineers, 
tanners, bakers, butchers, book-keepers, 



stenographers, and so on, not to speak of 
Salvationist employers, could be dealt with; 
but nothing less than a lengthy series of art- 
icles could hope to cope adequately with the 
subject. For the purpose of this occasion one 
must be content with one further story. 

An Army Officer called upon a ship- 
builder to solicit financial aid in a local 
building scheme. The iron-master was some- 
thing of a rough diamond ; he wa3 called a 
self-made man, whatever that may mean. 
He was wealthy, his ship-repairing yards 
were busy. 

The Men Are Money-Makers 

"What do you want money from me 
for?" he growled, with lurid adjectives. 

"To build a Hall for children's work in 
the locality," answered the Officer, meekly. 

"Why do you ask me? I'm nothing to 
youl" 

"No, but you employ men in the district. 
You make your wealth by their aid. You 
owe it to the district to assist us in erecting 
a Hall in which to instruct the children of 
these men!" 

"You haven't any of my men in your 
Army!" 

"More than likely we have!" 

"Care to test it?" 

"As you will!" The burly ship-builder 
rang for his manager. "Any of our men be- 
long to The Salvation Army?" 

"Oh yes, sit!" 

"How many?" 

"Twenty, perhaps." 

'Any good?" 

"Our very beat men; most of them on 
private work. Five or six are foremen." 

"Bring them here." 

"Difficult job to get them. sir. Some are 
on secret Government work out in the dock. 

"I don't care, bring the lot. And let me 
see the time sheets while they come." The 
records were duly brought and every one 
gave a good account. No broken time. The 
men filed into the room. 

"Well, men," he began, I am told you 
belong to this gentleman's crush, is that so?" 
The men smiled and nodded. 

"Proud of him, Jim?" he asked of his 
head foreman. 

"Yes, sir! 

"What are you, Jim, a Sergeant or some- 
thing?" 

"Young People's Sergeant-Major, sir. I 
suppose you would call it Sunday School 
Superintendent." 

"I'd call it moonshine and nonsense. Do 
you know what he wants this money for?" 

, "Yes, sir, to supply us with a Hall for our 
work amongst the children." 

"When and how did you join The Army, 
Jim?" 

His Only Bit of Comfort 

"As a ragged little kid, many years ago, 
1 found my only bit of comfort in the meet- 
ings for children which The Army held at that 
time. It was The Army that led me and help- 
ed me to grow up straight. I owe all I have 
and am, under God, to The Army. And 
now I am helping the boys and girls of to- 
day as 1 was helped through the years." 
There was a tear in the ship-builder's eye. 
As a tiny boy he had trudged Glasgow's 
streets on bare feet. 

"These other men, how did they come to 
be with you?" 

"Some of them from children; some did 
(Continued on page 13) 
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NEW STAFF PAY VISIT 

Eleven Seekers Are Recorded in 
Inspiring Gatherings 

AMHERST (Captain and Mrs. 
Ritchie) — On a recent Sunday we had 
with us Staff-Captain Ellery. As this 
was her first visit to our Corps a 
warm welcome was accorded her. Her 
messages of the day were of untold 
value and blessing. Six souls were 
registered for the day. 

The following Sunday Staff-Cap- 
tain and Mrs. Riches were with us, 
and Ave persons knelt at the Mercy- 
seat. 

These were the first visits of the 
newly-appointed Divisional Staff and 
our comrades have been greatly en- 
couraged by their inspiring words. 
We have said farewell to Captain 




Individual bombardment 

Jollimore, of the Evangeline Hospital 
who, when her duties would permit, 
was a faithful worker in our Corps. 
Her cheerful manner and sunny smile 
will be greatly missed. 




GHTING ! PRAYING ! 
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OCK AVENUE BAND AT FENELON FALLS 

Tremendous Crowds Attracted — Visiting Officers Take Part in 

the Campaign 



GATHERING O' THE CLANS 

GLACE BAY (Commandant and 
Mrs. Woolcott) — On a recent Sunday 
we had a "gathering of the clans" so 
to speak. Officers on furlough were 
here from the United States, Western 
Canada and Newfoundland — all tak- 
ing part in our meetings which were 
crowded. Adjutant Kettle, who has 
been stationed here twice, Adjutants 
McLean and Hayward, Adjutant and 
Mrs. Roberts, Captain arid Mrs. Rich- 
ards, Captain Dejeet, Captain John- 
ston and Captain Bond, all assisted. 
The Male Quartet and the Band gave 
several pleasing items. Ten young 
people surrendered during the day, it 
being Decision Sunday. — W. Stobart, 
Y.P.S.-M. 



FENELON FALLS (Adjutant and 
Mrs. Crowe )— -The Brock Ave. (Tor- 
onto) Band, accompanied by Adjutant 
and Mrs. Barker, paid a visit to Pene- 
lon Palls during the week-end of 
August 16-l7th. The Band, which 
arrived around tea-time, after visiting 
one or two small towns en route, 
received a warm welcome from the 
townspeople at the Open-air on Main 
Street. A program of music, song, 
and testimony was given and enjoyed 
by about one thousand people, Lieut. - 
Colonel Perry and Field-Major Hig- 
don assisted at this meeting. 

On Sunday morning 1 after two 
Open-airs, the Holiness meeting was 
conducted by Adjutant and Mrs. Bar- 
ker," the Band rendering vocal and 
musical numbers. Mrs. Barker gave 
the address. 

In the afternoon the Band headed 
the annual parade of Lodges for the 
Community Decoration Service. Hun- 
dreds of people were present. While 
the graves were being visited by the 



CAMP GUIDE 

GETS CONVERTED 

PETERBORO (Adjutant Jones, 
Ensign Peltham) — The furlough sea- 
son has brought us a number of visit- 
ors and their many personal testi- 
monies have been an inspiration to us. 
Week-end services have been con- 
ducted respectively by the Band, the 
Corps Cadets and Staff-Captain and 
Mrs. Smith. 

On Band Sunday two Officers from 
the U.S.A. brought a guide back from 
■camp who afterwards knelt at the 
Mercy-seat and got well saved. He 
returned the following week-end with . 
his wife and gave testimony to a 
week of victory. 

At the close of the Holiness meet- 
ing on the Sunday, led by the Corps 
Cadets, four souls sought Sanctiflca- 
tion. 

The messages of Staff-Captain and 
Mrs. Smith were full of spiritual 
cheer, their experiences in the social 
work and their stories of some of the 
"Broken Earthenware" made us 
grateful to God for His goodness to 
us and grateful for this wonderful 
section of Army activity. Two souls 
sought the Saviour at the close of 
the day.— G.H.Y., 



various Orders, the Band and Male 
Voice Party rendered appropriate 
items. 

The Hall was crowded for the Sal- 
vation meeting, both the visiting and 
local Band taking part. The address 
by Adjutant Barker was listened to 
with close attention. Major Spooner 
also took part. 

The last meeting of the day was 
the late Open-air. , A tremendous 
crowd gathered and a splendid pro- 
gram was given. 

Many visitors took part during the 
week-end. Lieut.-Colonel Perry at- 
tended every Open-air. The visit of 
the Band was a great success from 
every standpoint. The Bandsmen 
were prompt in attending every en- 
gagement and were ready to speak, 
sing or pray. Many of them were 
entertained in the homes of outside 
friends who were glad to have them. 

The Fenelon Palls Band campaign- 
ed at Bob'caygeon on Saturday night. 



MUSIC 'MID THE TREES 

Transforming the Hall Into a 
Lovely Garden 

NORTH BAY (Adjutant and Mrs, 
Jones) — On Aug. 5th hundreds of peo- 
ple from North Bay and the outside 
places flocked to The Army Hall, 
which, with twenty or more lovely 
maple and spruce trees erected for 
the purpose, and the soft-sodded floor 
was turned into a lovely garden. Col- 
ored lights made the scene more ef- 
fective. A large Band consisting of 
North Bay Bandsmen and Officers 
from other Corps played many suit- 
able selections. The Home League 
also had a share in the success by 
selling refreshments and fancy-work. 

It was a splendid! financial success, 
due to the work of Bandmaster 
Saunders, the Home League Workers 



WINDSOR SENDS A COLLECTION OF WHISPERS 



The Divisional Commander ' and 
Mrs. Ham recently spent a week-end 
at Kingsville. The large crowds 
listening to the Open-airs testify to 
The Army's influence in this vicinity. 
While at this town, the Staff-Captain 
paid a visit to Mr. Jack Miner, a 
warm friend of The Army. Mr. Miner 
spoke of the close attention paid by 
a crowd of listeners at The Army 
Park meeting at St. John's, New- 
foundland, which he estimated at 
1,000. In particular he mentioned 
that every man in the crowd lifted his 
hat, when the meeting closed with the 
Doxology. 

* * * 

A Young People's Field Day has 
been decided upon by the Divisional 
Commander, and Adjutant Stevenson, 
the Divisional Young People's Secre- 
tary, is busy working on the details 
of what promises to be a day of spec- 
ial interest to the Young People of 
the Border Cities, on Saturday, Sep- 
tember 6th. - 

* * * 

The Sarnia comrades were especi- 
ally delighted to meet the Divisional 
Commander's wife, who as Captain 
Olive Bond, was in charge of the 
Corps in 1916. A full day's fight 
was waged here; a meeting in addi- 



tion to the schedule was held at the 
local jail by the Staff-Captain. The 
splendid workers in the League of 
Mercy are to be congratulated on 
their work in this city. . 

ill t :!( * 

This reminds us that the Windsor 
League of Mercy, under Sergeant- 
Major Mrs. Robinson, is forging 
ahead with an active program — a 
ministry greatly appreciated by all. 
Mrs. Staff -Captain Ham recently con- 
ducted the monthly meeting. 

:i: * 9(1 

Bandmaster Dix, of London III, 
Sergeant-Major Davis, and Bands- 
man J. Dix, of Windsor, gave splendid 
aid to the comrades of the Kingsville 
Corps recently, resulting in splendid 
crowds, offerings, and best of all, 
three souls, who surrendered in the 
night meeting. 

* * * 

During the furlough season, Envoys 
Hewlett, Taylor, Bowyer and Carroll, 
also Brothers Jones and MacDonald, 
of Chatham, have rendered greatly 
appreciated assistance to the Corps of 
the Division. 

* * * 

Captain and Mrs. Matthews, of 
Dresden, are attracting new people. 
The congregations have been excep- 
tionally good for the Summer months. 




Marching on to" victory! 



and all who participated in the pro- 
gram. Major Owen acted as chair- 
man with great acceptance. — E.O, 



TRAINING TO FIGHT 



Do You want to give your life 
for God and Souls? 



Our Next Training Session Commences on 

SEPTEMBER 24th 




VISITOR FROM I.H.Q. 

BEDFORD PARK (Ensign Russell 
and Lieutenant Gaylard)— On Sunday, 
August 17th, we were favored with 
a visit from Lieut.-Colonel Sharpe, 
from International Headquarters who 
led our morning Open-air service and 
even lent a hand in taking up the col- 
lection. 

The Holiness meeting was a blessed 
season of encouragement and revel- 
ation. 

The evening Open-air attracted a 
large number of children — twenty- 
three being counted. The Ensign and 
Corps Cadet Burch led on inside.— 
P.D. 

COMMISSIONER AND MRS., 
HAY 

WESTON, Sat Aug 30 (Opening of new 
Hall) 

MOTOR CAMPAIGN IN MONTREAU 
D1VISION 

NAPANEE, Fri Sup B 

CORNWALL, S'at Sep (I 

MONTREAL, Sun Sep 7 

PRESCOTT, Mon Sep 8 

BELLEVILLE, Tuea Sep 3 _ 1s 

TORONTO TEMPLE, Thurs Sep W 
(Graduation of Nurses of Women 8 
Hospital, Toronto) _ „, ., 

HYGEIA HALL, TORONTO, Wed Sep « | 
(Welcome to Cadets) 



THERE ARE A FEW VACANCIES. ACT NOW 
AND ACT FOR ETERNITY 

Apply to your Divisional Commander or write to the Candidates' 
Secretary, 20 Albert Street, Toronto 



Brigadier Byers: Lipplncott, Sun Sep 21 
Major Spooner; Toronto I, Mon Sep 8 
Staff-Oaptain EUery: St. John IH F» 
Aug 29; Monoton, S'at Sun 31; St. John 
I, Thurs Sep 4; Sussex, Fri 5; Monoton, , ; 
Sat Mon 8; Summerside, Fri 12* Char- 
lottetown, S'at Sun 14; Newcastle, mon 
15; Ctimpbellton, Tusb 16; St. Stephen, 
Fri S'un 21. „-"'■' 

Staff -Captain Ham: Rldgetown, Sat S« n 
Aug 31 _ ■'; 

Staff-Captain RioheH: St. John II, S ftt 
S'un Aug 24; Amherst, Sat Sun 31; S 1 ; :■■:■ 
John I, Thurs Sep 4 ; Sussex, Fri .»; , 
Amherst, Sat Sun 7; Monoton, Mon ». , 
St. John IV. Sat Sun 14; Chatham,- J?" ,j 
19; Newcastle, Sat Sun 21; Campbell" 
ton, Mon 22; Dalhousle, Tues 23 
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CAESAR'S^ CHRIST8 ^ YOURS, 
A comparison provocative of thouqht^Thje test of the souee^ed hand 



THERE is something inexpress- 
ibly romantic about the mak- 
ing of roads which appeals to 
me at all times. I stand be- 
mused when I come upon the sur- 
veyor's gang working out the levels 
and measuring off distances. Some- 
how I do not reach the point of 
definition. I do not focus my interest 
sufficiently to put into words what it 
is I am feeling. I thrill, and gaze, 
and gaze! 

Happening upon the paraphernalia 
of modern road-building — the pneu- 
matic drills, the pick and shovel 
crowd, the motor-driven concrete- 
mixer and so on — I find myself swept 
up into a day-dream, yet one which 
has a very definite foundation in fact. 
Oh, the charm of it, the wonder! 
Making a way for the millions ■ to 
travel, for all ages, for all classes; 
for the boys and girls to go to school, 
for their parents to proceed to their 
grown-up businesses; for rich and 
poor alike, without fear or favor. The 
perambulator will carry the baby this 
way, the hearse will move slowly and 
smoothly along with the veteran 
going to his rest. And all the mix- 
ture of masses and classes in between 
will go that way. 

For me it affords a wealth of sub- 
conscious cogitation; but I never talk 
about it, though I did say to a builder 
the other day, "If I had it in my 
power to choose, I'd decide to be a 
road-maker, and next to that a build- 
er. I'd just love to lay roads for 
young folk and old folk to use, and 





Making the winding 
sheep-track 



The pneumatic drill helps the 
modern road-maker 

then make houses which loving 
couples could transform into homes!" 
My father at one time in his life 
used to ! conduct a dual business 
which he announced as "Houses on 
earth and mansions in glory." He sold 
residences as his bread-and-butter 
equation, but he gave his soul to the 
preaching of the good news which 
Jesus proclaimed so refreshingly. 
Many others have learned to combine 
the second portion of that union with 
various mundane affairs. Thus the 
world has been blessed again and 
again. It is suggestive of God's peo- 
ple of old who, wielding the trowel 
with one hand, in the rebuilding of 
the city walls, kept a sword ready in 
the* other hand to fight for the right. 
Now come back to road-building. 
"In the ancient days, when 
the Caesars set out to build a 
road," says a newspaper writer, 
"they tackled the job with the 
same perseverance and thor- 
oughness with which they wag- 
ed their wars. So well did they 
do the job, away back some 
2,000 years 'ago, that Italy is 
finding to-day that these same 
roads, with a little modernizing, 
ian be turned into 
fine highways of a 
most distinct type. 

"The roads, wh sn 
the finishing touch 
of the new work is 
put in, can accom- 
modate six auto- 
mobiles abreast. 
There are no sharp 
grades and no cross- 
ings. No speed limit 
prevails, and it is 
said that in the seven 
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/"NOT SLOTHFUL IN BUSINESS" 

Who's born to sloth? To some we find 
The tradesman's arduous toil assigned, 
Some at the sounding anvil glow; 
Some the swift-sliding shuttle throw; 
Some, students of the wind and tide, 
From pole to pole our commerce guide; 
While some, with genius well refined, 
With head and tongue assist mankind. 
In every rank, both great and small, 
'Tis industry supports us all. 
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or eight years since the first of the 
roads was put in operation, no serious 
accidents ha.ve occurred." 

How interesting are those two 
parag'raphs! It is intensely impress- 
ive to consider that at the time re- 
ferred to Christianity was laying its 
tracks across a dark and dangerous 
waste, through treacherous swamps 
of ignorance and superstition. 

Think of the Saviour not only as 
the Light of the World 'midst the 
gloom of those uninformed times; but 
also as the Way. Said He, "I am the 
Way!" See Him tread- 
ing the solitary path 
along which, following 
Him, millions have 
passed in safety ever 
. since. See Him take His 
way over mountain and 
valley; through the 
waters, into the vil- 
lages, as well as into 
the cities; into the 
homes of the poor 
and the simple, as 
well as into the palatial 
domains occupied by 
the well-to-do; down 
where the sinners 
dwelt, out among the 
lepers, the blind, the 
crippled. Into the 
haunts of death He 
strode and plucked 
thence whom He would, 
and everywhere He 
went He laid the foun- 
dation for a road say- 
ing, "I arru the Way!" 

By and by He climbed the heights of 
suffering and redemptive sacrifice; 
IvoCound telling, this, of the utmost 
self-denial; and He was laid in a tomb 
to taste the dregs of the cup of death; 
but when He left — and He verified 
Mis word that this should be — He 
fashioned a way out of that dreaded 
retreat, making plain that the New 
and Living Way, which He had come 
to establish, while passing through 
Mr shadows, did not find a cul de sac, 
a doad stop, a blind end herein; in- 
stead, serenely triumphant over 
Death itself, it moved onward and 
upward and led back to God. 

Are we road-builders? He called 
His people to follow Him. He meant 
us to go on with this grand business 
of laying tracks along which others 
may pass. Do we realize that, 
whether we will to do so or not, we 
are making paths in which others 
are following; will follow? Oh, yes, 




"There is a way 
that seemeth 
right unto man" 




the little feet of our children, the hesi- 
tant, unsteady steps of their elders, 
uncertain how to go, will copy those 
of the travellers who go forward with 
confidence. What said the news clip- 
ping? — "On these Caesar-built roads 
six automobiles may travel abreast!" 
Yes and we go in companies, some 
large, some small, for few are soli- 
tary on the Way of Life, and some 
of us exercise much influence; all 



of us some. That is why I feel the 
need for raising the warning signal. 
Make sure that the Great Road- 
Maker guides the way you go, then 
it shall be well with you; well for all 
who follow you. 

Hark back a moment to the idea of 
pioneering. A great many of our 
roads must have beg'un as sheep and 
cattle tracks, and much money is 
being spent to-day in order to 
straighten out their tortuous twist- 
iugs. Beware how the temptation 
comes to find new ways or to deviate 
Jfvom the straight path. 
Remember the Scrip- 
tural warning, also. It 
says, "There is a way 
that seemeth right 
unto man, but the end 
thereof are the ways 
of death." Path-mak- 
ing and path-keeping 
have momentous con- 
sequences, evidently. 
Be sure, be absolutely 
certain. 

In the East the part- 
ing salutation is "Go 
with God!" That's the 
way to go; the safe 
way. 

The little boy, walk- 
ing in the dark with 
his father, whom he 
could not see, had a 
sure test to prove that 
all was well : he squeez- 
ed the. hand that held 
his. It was self-com- 
forting to the boy thus 
to say — "Here I am, Dad!" But it was 
wonderfully more reassuring to have 
the answering pressure which said — 
"And here am I, my son!" 

Many of us who may be said to 
haVe lived out a half of the days of 
our expectation of life can recall 
times when, wrapped about by a 
sense of darkness deep enough to be 
felt, we have known again the press- 
ing fears born of the shrouding gloom 
and have seemed suddenly very young 
and altogether inexperienced. 

Sometimes, so obsessed by our sur- 
roundings have we become, we have 
declared ourselves lost and forsaken, 
and our feet have "well-nigh slipped" 
from the familiar road. But the com- 
fort of the remembrance — -Thank God 
for His remembrance of us, so that 
we were reminded of Him! — that God 
is still our Father and ' that He could ■ 
see even 'midst the murk and uncer- 
tainty of the night, has led to that 
tentative movement of the fingers of 
our faith which, in turn, has brought 
the immediate and cheering response. 
Then we have 
known, in abundant 
measure, the reaction 
of the surging joy of 
confirmation; the up- 
lifting inspiration 
that all was well. 

Can the . over- 
stressed reader catch 
a glimpse of the lov- 
ing All-Father in this 
thought? Can you 
gain reassurance, 
from the fact that the 
way prepared by the 
Saviour remains un- 
changed through 'the 
ages ? His call to us 
also remains unchang- 
ed. Then it is for us 
to remind ourselves of the poet's 
lines: 

When we cannot sec our way, 
Let us trust and still obey. 
Just one word in closing. With all 
reverence let me say, "Keep close 
touch with God; make sure, 'mldat 
the darkness, that you are in touch. 
Send up your signal; wait for His 
reply. < 

Warwick l. Wall. 
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APPLES, PEARS AND PEACHES 

Can they actually grow apples, pears and peaches in India? Ye»! Not everywhere^ maybe; 
but the following description of a journeyl recently undertaken by Lt.-Commissioner N. 
Muthiah, of the Northern Territory, India, will indicate at least one district in which 

the feat has been successfully accomplished 



FIRST, an Item of geography — Ani, 
situated in the Kulu District of 
the Himalaya Mountains, lies 
sixty-five miles from Simla, the sum- 
mer capital of the Government of 
India, Now sixty-five miles down on 
on the plains is one thing; but Lo 
cover the same distance in the hilla 
can be tremendously different. The 
truth of this statement may only be 
realized fully by those who have ex- 
perience. 

At Ani, The Army has a Farm 
which was originally started by Dr. 
Carlton, an American missionary, 



here and there, cattle and flocks of 
sheep grazing on the slopes of the 
hills, simple hill folks with loads on 
their backs, mules with their burdens 
and travellers of all kinds taking 
their holidays in picnic style, all made 
a wonderful and interesting study. 

The following morning we were on 
our way to Luri, which is on the 
banks of Sutlaj, one of the five rivers 
of the Punjab. The road between 
Luri and Narkanda is the worst that 
I ever travelled in all my life. The 
poor rikhshaw wallahs and ourselves 
suffered a good deal of hardship, too 




The Commissioner is being carried up the hillside to one of the orchards, 
in a dandee — a kind of stretcher 



some sixty years ago, with the idea 
of establishing a Christian colony in 
the hills. After many years of hard 
toil this gentleman, who lived to the 
age of seventy-three, died, in 1898, 
and was buried at Ani. In 1909 the 
Farm was purchased by the late 
Commissioner Booth-Tucker, who was 
then in India as Special Commission- 
er. He appointed Major Priti (now 
Lieut-Colonel Weie, the Chief Secre- 
tary of the Women's Social Work in 
Great Britain) as the first Officer in 
charge of the Farm. It is a wonder- 
ful place. 

Let me give a short account of the 
visit that Adjutant Jit Singh 
(Mitchell), the Finance Officer, and 
I made to this place of interest. 
We left Lahore by the Simla Express. 
On the way the Adjutant had an in- 
teresting talk, on spiritual matters, 
with a young Hindu student, who is 
preparing for his B.Sc. examination. 
Having reached Kalka,. a station at 
the foot of the hills, we started our 
journey by motor to Simla. Two fel- 
low travellers were a retired Hindu 
Government official, whose knowledge 
of geography was certainly far below 
that of an ordinary school-boy, and a 
Mahommedan barrister, who entirely 
believed in the saying, "Silence ts 
golden." The Hindu traveller, how- 
ever made up for the other, for he 
was very talkative on matters of all 
kinds. 

As usual, the motor gave us a good 
deal of trouble, but eventually the 
clever driver, manifesting ingenuity 
and patience, got her to Simla. When 
we arrived at the railway station we 
could not get a wash for love nor 
money; but soon after we had par- 
taken of some refreshment we com- 
menced our journey in two rikhshaws 
drawn by eight men. The first stage, 
Fago, twelve miles from Simla, and 
8,200 feet above the sea level, was 
reached before dark and we rested 
for the night at the Dak bungalow, 
a kind of wayside halting place for 
travellers. 

In the morning we went about 
seventeen miles to our next stopping- 
place, Matiana, and, after a further 
eleven miles, reached Narkanda in the 
evening. The beautiful mountains, 
charming valleys, cottages dotted 



painful to describe. In the evening we 
set off on our last stage. To reach 
our destination, Ani, occasioned what 
was practically a continuous climb, 
for twelve miles — by the side of Sut- 
laj river for the first few miles, 
and then on the banks of the river 
Ani. Captain Jai Chand (Williams), 
and Captain Bahadur (Jenson) met 
us by the way and gave us a hearty 
welcome. A further steep climb 
brought us to the Manager's Quart- 
ers, where Captain Fremawanti (Mrs. 
Williams) and the Scout boys sang us 
a chorus of welcome. After three 
days' hard and difficult travelling we 
were glad to reach Ani and enjoy a 
real rest for the night. 

Next morning early we went to 
Chadol, three miles farther up, be- 
yond Ani, where we have a further 
portion of our orchard property. Ow- 
ing to the exceedingly difficult climb 
that lay before us, the Captain very 
kindly arranged for me to ride in a 
dandee, whenever. I felt too tired to 
walk. 

After spending some time in mak- 
ing an inspection of the Farm, we 
wended our way back to Ani and 
transacted a good deal of business 
with the Manager, who has a splendid 
grasp of the details of his work. 



element — in the Meet- 
ing Hall — where we 
had a splendid crowd 
of our people. Unfortu- 
nately I was handicap- 
ped, not being able to 
address the people in 
Hindustani, but I made 
an attempt to speak 
with the help of Adju- 
tant Jit Singh (Mit- 
chell) and managed to 
deliver a short message 
to our people. This was 
the first time that the 
Adjutant had ever 
translated for anyone, 
and he did remarkably 
well. He was also 
able to give a talk him- 
self. After the adult 
meeting, we attended a 
Company meeting con- 
ducted by one of our 
Soldiers, who explain- 
ed the lesson to the 
children in an intelli-' 
gent manner. In the 
evening, as I was having a homely 
meeting with the Officer comrades of 
the Farm, the moving of the house 
told us that we were experiencing a 
mild earthquake; but we went on 
with the meeting quite unconcerned. 

On the twelfth morning we visited 
the Day School, which has an attend- 
ance of thirty-five, half of them be- 
ing the children of non-Christians, 
and the rest of our own. We also 
paid a visit to The Army Dispensary, 
which does a useful work amongst 
the poor and neglected people of that 
part. 

Leaving Ani we did a twelve mile 
journey and rested for the night a*. 
Luri. Heavy rains at night made the 
road so bad that it was next to 
impossible to use the rikhshaw 
wallahs next morning so we had to 
walk twelve miles on a hard and diffi- 
cult climb to Narkanda. The poor 
wallahs had a most difficult job to 
get up with their rikhshaws. The 
road was so slippery that as often as 
we took a step forward we went back 
two. One can imagine something of 
what it was like when I say that to 
cover the last six miles took us near- 
ly six hours. We could not walk, we 
merely crawled on our feet. I was 
glad when we got up to the top of 
the hfll, 9,132 feet above the sea level. 
On the fourteenth morning we stop- 
ped a little while at Matiana, where 
we met a young missionary from the 
Marathi country. After travelling a 
further seventeen miles we rested at 
Fago for the night and left next 
corning for Simla, which was cer- 
tainly an enjoyable trip after the tire- 
some journey of the previous days. 
A halt of a few hours at Simla, and 
we left for Lahore. 

When I think of the terrible hard- 
ship and loneliness experienced by the 
comrades, both men and women Offi 




Lt.-Commissioner Muthiah, with Adjutant Jit 

Singh (Mitcholl), at The Army Farm, Ani, 

India 

during the past twenty years, I can- 
not help but admire the spirit they 
have manifested. The manager of the 
Ani Farm combines in himself several 
duties. He is Corps Officer, looking 
after the spiritual needs of the peo- 
ple; gardener, caring for the orchard 
of apples, pears, peaches, etc; medi- 
cal man attending to the physical 
needs of the suffering; postmaster of 
the Branch Post Office that is estab- 
lished on the Farm, occupying a por- 
tion of the Manager's Quarters. The 
present manager, Captain Jai Chand 
(Williams) and his wife are both from 
the Canada East Territory. Their 
Assistant, Captain Bahadur (Jensen) , 
is a Danish Officer, who has a good 
deal of experience in gardening. 



Sunday morning found us in our cers, who have toiled in these parts 




"SORRY YOU PRAYED SO | 
LONG" } 

"We now have in Havana four | 
Corps — three Spanish and one West I 
Indian," writes Brigadier Smith, the 
General Secretary for the West In- 
dies (West) . "The West Indian Corps 
has a Creche and a Day School at- 
tached. The Army's Evangeline Home 
for children is greatly appreciated; 
there are, at the moment, fifty-one 
children under its care. It is the 
finest Home of its kind in the city. 

"A most interesting case of con- 
version has just been reported at 
Allman . Town Corps," continues the 
Brigadier. ."A young man employed 
in an important official capacity call- 
ed and asked our Officer to pray with 
him — his conscience had been aroused 
to his spiritual condition by the singr^ 
ing at an Army Open-air meeting. 
He was so wretched and felt so hope- 
less that unless a change took place 
he had made up his mind to destroy 
himself, he said. 

"The battle of prayer was very 
long; it began at 10 a.m. and lasted 
until three o'clock in the afternoon 
without success. The young man then 
left the Hall, but returned half an 
hour later with a gr^at change on 
his face which was aglow and tran- 
quil. He said: 'Ensign, T am through! 
I was waiting to feel something, but 
as I walked home there was a Divine 
whisper in my soul which said: "It is 
done — you are free." And the joy was 
so great that I had difficulty in hold- 
ing my joy-filled heart.' 

"He then apologised to the Officer 
for the long time he had kept him 
praying, but added, 'I am f>ree— it W 
done; my desire is now to live and 
serve my God.' " 



En route to Ani, the Commissioner and the Adjutant being transported 

in rikhshaws 



Mrs. Major Kendall has been 
awarded another star to hjer ^° n S 
Service Badge, which signifies thirty 
five years' service as an Officer. 
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JAGIA, THE SCOLD 

Indian Woman, Ringleader of Many a Disgraceful Brawl, Learns 
from the Golden Rule to be Sweet and Patient with Her Aged and 

Querulous Husband 



FROM the pages of "Muktifauj" 
this delightful story of a domes- 
tic quarrel and its happy sequel 
is culled. It is all the more wonderful 
when it is remembered that the inci- 
dent occurred among a Criminal 
Tribes family. 

One day (says the writer), when 
visiting the back row of our Settle- 
ment, I found Jagia very much upset. 
She was scolding a screaming child, 
and at the same time endeavoring to 
pacify it, while her husband, a poor 
sick, old man, kept up a continual 
stream of complaint. To my enquiry, 
"Kya hua?" (What's the matter?) 
she answered through her tears, 
"Dekho, Mem Sahib, I am out nearly 
all day long, working hard to support 
the three of us, and when I come 
home to cook the food my husband 
grumbles and scolds me all the time 
and I am so tired." Then, taking the 
child up in her arms, she exclaimed, 
"There, I will leave him: I will go 
back to the Dom Khana." "All 
right?" I said, if you are so bad as 
to even speak of leaving your poor 
old husband, especially when he is 
sick, then go!" The man, who was 
quite old enough to be the woman's 
father, wept as I begun to talk to him 
of his sins and ingratitude to God and 
to his wife. He acknowledged his sins, 
but blamed his aches and pains for 
his bad temper. 

No More Complaints 

"Returning- for some medicine for 
the sufferer, I found Jagia standing 
round the corner wiping her eyes. 
"Well, have you not gone to Dom 
Khana?" I asked. "Not yet," she 
sobbed. 

"Have you forgotten," I continued, 
"That it is said in God's Word, that 
whatever we do to others the same 
shall be done to us? Some day, you, 
too, may be old and sick, then you 
will need someone to attend to you. 
But if you desert your sick husband, 
depend upon it, you, too, will be de- 
serted." A feeling came over my 
heart for this poor woman who had 
been, until recently, the ringleader of 
many a Dom brawl. As she stood 
there weeping the woman in her ap- 
peared, and laying my hand upon her 
arm I said, "Go back, sister, and do 
your duty! Pray to God and He will 
give you patience and love to look 
after your husband, even if he does 
grumble." 

A look of relief passed over her 
face, and she replied, "Bahut ach- 
sha," and "Bahut salaam." Then she 
retraced her steps and went cheer- 
fully back to her house. 

There were no more complaints of 
either neglect or bad temper from 
man or wife. The old man steadily 
grew worse, and not many weeks 
had elapsed when a messenger 
brought word that he was dead. When 
we went round we found the widow 
had laid out her last pice ' on buying 
a decent cloth to bury him in. She 
sat at the head of the corpse, not 
beating her breast or exhibiting any 
unseemly show of sorrow, as we see 
so often in India, but quietly weeping 
tears of real sorrow. 

After the Brigadier had finished a 
very nice Funeral service to which 



A page for old women, middle-aged women and young women; for 

single women, married women and hope-to-be married women — in 

short, a page for all women! 

WHAT IS A BABY? 

The bachelor's horror, the mother's 
treasure, and the despotic tyrant of 
the household. 

The morning caller, noonday crawl- 
er, and midnight bawler. 

The only precious possession that 
never excites envy. 

The latest edition of humanity of 
which every couple think they pos- 
sess the finest copy. 

A native of all countries, who 
speaks the language of none. 

A few inches of coo and wiggle, 
writhe and scream, fitted with suc- 




the settlers had given their most re- 
spectful attention, I knelt beside the 
widow and tried to comfort her, leav- 
ing her with the words, "Thank God 
you did not leave him to die alone." 

"Han, han," she answered, "Khuda 
ka shukr karti hun," ("Yes, yes, I 
thank God.") 

Altered in appearance, sadder, and 
wiser, she really looked a new woman, 
and her loud, rough voice not only 
softened, but was seldom heard. 
Truly, Jagia had not been chastened 
in vain. 

Time sped on, One evening, in the 
dusk, as we sat outside and talked 
over the events of the day, Jagia sud- 
denly appeared and with the usual 
profound salaam, she addressed the 
Brigadier: "Hazur! Dania says he 
would like to marry me; he has no 
iwife and I have no husband, but what 
does your honor say ? If you say yes, 
then I will marry him, but if you say 
no then I will remain alone as I 
am." 

Now Dania was a man about 
Jagia's own age, and had proved him- 
self anxious to do well. "Go, and 
bring Dania here," said the Briga- 
dier, and off she went, returning in a 
very short time with her young man. 

On questioning Dania the Briga- 
dier found him very anxious to marry 
Jagia. Then, addressing them both 
he asked them whether they were 
willing to have a Christian wedding. 

"Yes, yes," they both said eagerly, 
"give us a Christian wedding, for we 
also believe in Jesus." So far as we 
have heard the bride and bridegroom 
have lived happy ever since. 



GRACE SUFFICIENT 

When you feel that you can no 
longer bear 
Tlie burden of the day; 
Can take not another step along 

The weary toilsome way; 
When nerve and fortitude give 
out, 
And no one can understand; 
Oh, strange it is and so wonder- 
ful, 
Just tlven tlier&s a {helping 
liPAid. 

And you still go on, and you 
do not faM, 
Yet still the burden bear; 
For the "grace sufficient" 
supplies the strength, 
And the Hand of God is there. 
The heart that has prayed when 
all was bright, 
And pr/iys still when nig"ht 
draws near, 
Of failing beneath the heaviest 
load, 

Need never have doubt or 
fear.— -Ida Russell. 



tion apparatus for milk, and automo- 
matic alarm to regulate supply. 

A "thing" we are expected to kiss 
and look as if we enjoyed. 

A little stranger with a free pass 
to the heart's best affection. 



THE NEWLYWED'S 
DILEMMA 

And 'How it was Solved 

AN unusual incident which occur- 
red in an Ontario Corps some 
little time ago, has come to light. 
A young German, with his brothers 
had been strongly attracted to The 
Army by its sincerity and simplicity. 
Musically inclined, he, with his two 
brothers had soon formed the nucleus 
of a tuneful little Band and the Corps 
quickly felt the beneficial effects of 
this "new blood." The young man 
meanwhile became enamored of a 
good Christian girl and his offer of 
marriage was accepted. 

There was only one "fly in the oint- 
ment," it seemed, and that, to our 
staunch young friend, was no light 
matter. His wife-to-be was not a 
Salvationist. Fortunately, she was 
not opposed to The Army, but was 
not fully persuaded that she should 
leave her church to attend her young 
man's abode of worship. 

Discussing the question with 
prayerful earnestness they decided to 
resort to the Biblical method of draw- 
ing lots. An equal number of slips of 
paper were prepared, on which were 
written the names of the two de- 
nominations. 

The first slip withdrawn at a ven- 
ture from the hat by the young lady, 
read "The Salvation Army." The 
young man drew a similar slip. Again 
and again this happened, each time 
with the same result. The bride-to-be 
was satisfied. The Army became her 
new spiritual home and the Corps 
won another aggressive Soldier! 



CHATHAM SISTERS WHO TOIL FOR THE MASTER FAITHFULLY AND WELL 




THE Chatham (Ont.) Corps Home 
League consists of a body of re- 
liable workers, many of whom can 
look back upon many years of faith- 
ful service in The Army. 

The League has been in existence 
about fifteen years. For about half 
that period Sister Mrs. W. Chisholm 
has been in charge, ably supported 
by Sister Mrs, Smith, as Treasurer. 



They have, in that period, raised 
hundreds of dollars for Corps pur- 
poses, equipped the kitchen at the 
opening of the new Citadel, helped 
with the purchase of a new piano and 
equipped the Officers' Quarters with 
needful articles. 

They have been most successful 
with rummage sales which many poor 
families have found a great boon. 



The League at present has s 
fifty names on the Roll, and ix 
Ensign and Mrs. Mundy, the fc 
Officers, it has made steady proj 
The annual excursion has just 
held at Kingsville when a mos 
joyable time was spent by the 
side. Commandant and Mrs. Ra 
our present Officers, accompan 
S.-M.A 
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CLAPTON CALLS AGAIN 

THE GENERAL'S APPEAL 
for £15,000 

The above sum is required to defray 
the cost of rebuilding' the Congress 
Hall, Clapton, London, and establish- 
ing a Central Training Institute. The 
General's Appeal has been received 
with widespread interest up and down 
the' Territory. 

Salvationists are always "Paying: 
for something." Even when the big 
appeals such as Self-Denial, Christ- 
mas and Harvest Festival are out of 
the way, there are smaller, but no 
less imperative, calls, such as the new 
Cadets' collecting-cards, "Making up" 
collections reduced, by the absence of 
comrades on holiday, and various 
"outing" appeals. 

All the same the Clapton Appeal 
will be specially remembered. Among 
the suggestions aimed at helping to 
raise the necessary funds are: — 

Donations from comrades married 
on the Congress Hall platform. 

Efforts from groups of Officers who 
were together at Clapton. 

Holiday-making Salvationists to 
deny themselves of one day's outing 
and send the proceeds to the Fund. 

Festivals or other efforts by the 
Cadets of the many children — the 
Training Colleges throughout the 
world. 

Generous impulses die; if neglected. 
Send your donation to-day to the Gen- 
eral, 101 Queen Victoria Street, Lon- 
don, E.C.4, marked "Clapton Congress 
Hall." 



SOMETHING NEW 

Welcome of Cadets to be Con- 
ducted by THE COMMISSIONER 

in Toronto 

Are you coming? Surely you will 
not miss such an inspiring event! Of 
course not! The Hygeia Hall will 
afford accommodation and the build- 
ing will ring again with the songs 
and the shouts of the new Cadets. 

That's something new, you say. 
Well so it is, but we like. to do new 
things in The Army, and the intro- 
duction of a fresh contingent to oc- 
cupy the Training Garrison gives just 
the right opportunity for such a dem- 
onstration. .. 

Since the Commissioner and Mrs. 
Hay, the Chief Secretary and Mrs. 
Henry, with Staff and Field Officers 
will assemble in glad array, and the 
parents, brothers, sisters, uncles and 
aunts of the new trainees will be 
there in force, we are counting on 
your attendance, also. 

Eh, when is it? On the evening of 
Wednesday, September 24th, in the 
Hygeia Hall, Elm Street; Toronto, at 
eight o'clock. 

INTERN ATI0WAL PARS 

Although Commissioner Unsworth 
is still in hospital, he continues to 
make good progress, and when visited 
by the Chief of the Staff the other 
day, he was in excellent spirits, 
praising God for His goodness. 

Mr. George Lansbury, M.P., First 
Commissioner for Works, was an- 
nounced to preside over the meeting 
at the Regent Hall in which Colonel 
Mary Booth was to speak on The 
Army's work. This was part of the 
Colonel's Farewell Campaign before 
proceeding to take up the command 
of the Central America- and West 
Indies (West) Territory. 



THE WAR CRY 
MIMICO CORPS POSSESSES NEW HALL 

THE COMMISSIONER 

Supported by MRS. HAY, and THE CHIEF SECRETARY, Opens 

Modern New Citadel for Seventeen-Year-Old Corps — Interesting 

Ceremony Well Attended 



SURELY it was the proudest day 
of the Mimico Corps' existence, 
when on Friday, August 15th, 
the Commissioner — borrowing a day 
from his furlough for the purpose — 
declared open the new Mimico Cita- 
del. A delightful edifice, built of cin- 
crete blocks, with heavy, oak-flnlsh 
doors, and generous window space, it 
stands snugly and invitingly on Mimi- 
co Avenue. Although not of the orth- 
odox style of Army buildings, there is 
nothing aloof or repelling about this 
trim little building. Instead it seems 
to exude a "You're-welcome-here" at- 
mosphere, as one's eyes fall upon it. 
This momentous event was respon- 
sible for assembling a. jubilant and 
expectant throng. Motor-cars of every 
"vintage" lined the street; knots of 
folk were sprinkled everywhere, but, 
at the cheery invitation of the Com- 
missioner, the people gathered about 
the entrance and, accompanied by the 
Earlscourt Band, sang "Praise God 
from Whom all blessings flow." 

Birthplace of Souls 

"May this building be the birthplace 
of many souls," was the Chief Secre- 
tary's moving plea, as the hushed as- 
sembly stood with heads bared to the 
gentle Summer breeze; "May it be a 
light set in a dark place." 

Brigadier Calvert, the Property 
Secretary, read the inscription on the 
corner-stone and in another instant 
the Commissioner, who expressed his 
pleasure in performing the ceremony, 
had inserted the key in the lock and 
announced the building opened, "to 
the glory of God and for the Salva- 
tion of the people." 

In through those wide-flung doors 
trooped a radiant, jostling crowd. In 
a brace of shakes every seat was oc- 
cupied and tail-enders found stand- 
ing-room only. About the interior of 
the Hall, no less pleasing than the 
exterior, there is nothing ornate or 
elaborate; if anything the effect is 
somewhat severe, but the snow-white 
walls, the substantial furnishings and 
admirable illumination are a delight 
to the eye. 

When everyone was comfortably— 
or otherwise! — settled, and the happy 
buzz of conversation had died down 
somewhat, the Territorial Command- 
er drew attention to the song sheet 
and soon the acoustic properties of 
the Hall were' being rigidly tested by 
the lusty singing of a timely song, 



concerning, "This house of glad re- 
membrance." Fitting, too, was it, 
that the first prayer should be that 
which the Master taught His dis- 
ciples, repeated in unison by the 
audience. Nor was it less in keeping 
that our Leader should choose as the 
Scripture reading the awe-inspiring 
account of the dedication of Solo- 
mon's magnificent temple. 

The Commissioner's remarks were 
replete with a variety of thoughts 
bearing upon the matter in hand, but 
chief among them were gratitude to 
God that this event had been made 
possible and his sincere hope that its 
influence would bring back to God 
many who have lost faith. 

A gracious dedicatory prayer by 
Mrs. Commissioner Hay preceded the 
appearance on the platform of His 
Worship Mayor Waite, of Mimico, 
who brought his brief address of con- 
gratulation to a conclusion by tender- 
ing a substantial cheque to the Cap- 
tain of the Corps. That was but the 
harbinger of other generous donations 
given in| the meeting, making a total 
of over $250.00. Included in this 
amount was a cheque from the con- 
tractor and sundry other sums from 
Officers, comrades and friends. The 
Earlscourt Band offered to provide 
a Festival to give the Corps a helping 
hand. 

The Chief Secretary, in reading a 
statement of the expenditure, divulg- 
ed that the entire project had cost in 
the neighborhood of $6,000. 

The style of the building, the Com- 
missioner explained, had been adopted 
because of practical considerations; 
the proportions likewise because of 
reasonable considerations. If occasion 
arises — and it is hoped that it may 
do — the building could be suitably en- 
larged without disturbing the present 
proportions. 

Vocal solos by Staff-Captains Hay 
and Mundy were pleasant interludes 
in this happy gathering, as were the 
offerings by the Band, which respond- 
ed well to Major Beer's baton. 

Minister Pays Tribute 

The clergy was represented by the 
Rev. Mr. Wilson of the Unitetf 
Church, who, speaking from a wheel- 
chair, gladly proffered the good 
wishes of .himself and church in the 
new enterprise. Mr. Wilson could not 
forbear a reminiscence, concerning a 
former faithful member of the Mimico 



August 30, 1930'. 

THE KING 

And The 

ARMY BAND 

Yachtsmen Moved by Playing of 
National Anthem 

The Army Corps Band at Upper 
Norwood, South London, England 
will remember its August Holiday 
Campaign at Cowes, Isle of Wight, 
for many reasons, outstanding among 
which was its share with the local 
Army Band in a remarkable out-of. 
door demonstration in which their 
Majesties the King and the Queen 
took part. 

While the London Band carried out 
the normal Sunday morning activi- 
ties, the Cowes Band headed the Brit- 
ish Legion procession to Divine ser- 
vice, at the close of which the Band 
and the Legion members proceeded 
to the foreshore, where the Upper 
Norwood Band joined forces. 

Immediately they . came opposite 
the Victoria and Albert they halted 
and the men stood at attention while 
the Band played the National An- 
them, the strains of which floated 
across the water to the yachts. 

In an instant the moving throng 
on the front was stilled, and a thou- 
sand men stood with their yachting 
caps in their hands. Yachtsmen in 
the small craft in the Solent joined 
in the tribute, and half a dozen speed- 
boats taking visitors round the yachts 
shut off their engines until the music 
had ceased. 

The King and Quefen came on the 
deck of the Victoria find Albert, and 
His Majesty acknowledged the salu- 
tation. 

On the Monday a party of Upper 
Norwood Bandsmen boarded a motor 
boat which encircled the Royal Yacht, 
Hearing the lusty cheers of the Salva- 
tionists, His Majesty the King ap- 
peared on deck and acknowledged the 
affectionate salute. 

Corps who has now gone to his Re- 
ward: "Whenever I met Charlie 
Goodacre on the street," he said, "I 
used to remove my hat." 

Captain Joyce Clarke, the winsome 
Officer, who, with Lieutenant Lilian 
Goodall, commands this Corps, was 
invited by the Commissioner to "test 
her voice," our Leader meanwhile 
presenting her with the key. The 
Captain spoke proudly of the com- 
rades and Officers who have preceded 
her during the seventeen years of the 
Corps' existence, for their faithful 
toil in adverse circumstances. She 
assured the Commissioner that no 
effort would be spared to bless and 
save the souls of the people. 

The Corps Sergeant-Major added 
his word. The Divisional Commander 
who spoke also, radiated smiles, good 
cheer, and optimism. 




Scene at the opening of the new Mimico CitadeJ by the Co,nm S8 ioner. A report of the proceedings appears above 
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PAYING A BIT OF IT BACK 



RECLAIMED BY THE ARMY, TRANSFERRED TO 

CANADA, THE ONE-TIME DERELICT SERVES 

THE "DOWN-AND-OUT" 



day 



OMANCE was far from the 
thoughts of the Salvationist 
as he made his way towards 
The Army Hostel on the Sun- 
„„ morning. To attend week by 
week at such an institution is to be- 
come familiar with an awful collec- 
tion of broken humanity — so familiar 
in fact, that the horror of the spec- 
tacle afforded begins to lose its 
"bite" upon the imagination. In the 
course of many years this comrade 
had missed very few of these gather- 
ings. True he had the joyful knowl- 
edge that he had helped thousands of 
derelict souls to find the new way in 
life, and it was sweet for him also to 
know that in many parts of the Brit- 
ish Empire were to be found men — 
rehabilitated and respected amongst 
their fellows — who bless God that 
they ever came under his influence. 

No thought of this inspired the Sal- 
vationist on the morning in question, 
however, and no prophetic vision in- 
formed him that within an hour or 
two he would be taking up the 
threads of a romance which should 
cause a man and a woman, more than 
ten years later, to search for his 
name that they might do honor to it. 
Included in the wretched assembly 
of tattered man-wrecks seated in the 
meeting that morning was a young 
fellow possessed of one redeeming 
feature; Harry Shaw was ashamed of 
his condition, and well he might be. 
Filthy in person and clothing as he 
was he wondered how he could have 
allowed himself so to degenerate, 
though he never began to think on 
this fashion until the Chaplain got to 
work with a red-hot Gospel address. 
Scathing condemnation, cutting 
through the tough veneer of idle in- 
difference, was followed by tender 
urging of hope— hope for all, spite of 
all — hope for the worst though the 
worst had been perpetrated. 

Harry Shaw sat: up and began to 
take notice. In a little while he was 
kneeling amongst the rows of tatter- 
demalions at the Penitent-form, and 
when the opportunity came for him 
to have an interview with the Chap- 
lain he had a simple and old-fashion- 
ed story to unfold; a tiff with his 
sweetheart and a desperate effort to 
find forgetfulness by breaking all the 
canons of decency. It had been a slip- 
pery slope, and Shaw had found the 
very bottom. 

"Well you've just got to climb 
up again," was the counsel he re- 
ceived. "If you're game for the 
struggle we will help you; best of all 
God will lend you His aid!" Harry 
promised to try to win back, and He 



was provided for in the 
Hostel during that day 
and night. 

In the course of the 
hours which ensued, en- 
tirely absorbed in his 
work of probing the souls 
of unmade men in an ef- 
fort to discover first 
causes of determination, 
the Chaplain forgot all 
about Harry Shaw, and 
\ .as totally unprepared 
for the introduction of 
the romantic element, 
v.rrn an unusual type of 
v;r-i(;ii ! - — a ynung lady — 
was shown into his room. 
"I have been told that 
you find lost men in this 
place," said she in a ner- 
vous voice; "and I've 
been wondering if ' you 
could find my — er — my — 
a person in whom I am 
interested." 

"Ah, yes, we have all 
sorts of people passing in 
and out of this place," 
said the Chaplain. "Can 
v > i describe the individ- 
ual you are seeking ?" 
Still obviously embarrass- 
ed, the stranger gave the name and a 
minute description of the appearance 
of ths lost one, whereupon the Chap- 
lain said:— "We lutve a lot of men 
here to-day, I'll just go and have a 
look to see if I can place your man!" 

"Oh, he's not my " 

"That's all right," replied the Sal- 
vationist. "I won't be away long!" 

He had not gone far before he came 
upon Harry Shaw, sitting in a corner 
mending his ragged clothing. He had 
washed his face, 'tis true, but the 
growth of sprouting beard and the 
disreputable clothing served to make 
him a proper tramp, none the less. In 
a flash the Chaplain knew that this 
man. and the missing person sought 
by the girl were one and the same, 
and then he remembered the name. 
A little conversation soon proved the 
facts, and Harry Shaw became great- 
ly agitated. 

"It's You She Wants!" 

"Can't see her like this," he cried. 

"You must," was the reply. "It's 
you she wants, not the clothing. I'll 
tell her the story and she'll under- 
stand!" In the end this argument 
prevailed, and the couple were brought 
face to face. For a second only the 
girl stared in amazement, and then 
she rushed across the room, flung her 
arms about the dirty shoulders of the 
derelict, and. kissed him on his beard- 
ed cheek. 

"I have prayed so hard for you, 
Harry," she cried on his shoulder, 
"and now I shall pray that you will 
stay with The Salvation Army until 
they have helped you to win your way 



back to the place you have lost — and 
to me! 

How bravely that young fellow 
toiled his way up that painful hill 
down which he had come so speedily 
— but he discovered a new manhood 
as he toiled. He had practically 
"made good" when illness overtook 
him, and ho was conveyed to the hos- 
pital. While he lay sick in this in- 
stitution his parents were informed 
concerning his whereabouts, and when 
he had recovered they "collected" 
him, so that he disappeared from the 
ken of The Army folks for ten years. 

Making Good 

During that time, however, as it 
afterwards transpired, he had con- 
tinued to be ii Salvationist. Sent to 
Canada by his people he was soon 
joined by his sweetheart, and, follow- 
ing- varying fortunes, had settled 
comfortably in Toronto. As the years 
passed and children were added to 
their happy household, a great long- 
ing came upon this couple to send 
news of their condition and grateful 
remembrance to the Officer who had 
brought them together again; but 
they had quite forgotten his name, 
and the longer they waited the more 
remote seemed their chances of re- 
calling it. 

One day Harry was passing along 
a street in the City when he saw a 
big fellow, obviously "down and out," 
shuffling along opposite the side- 
walk. The sight pulled the Salvation- 
ist up with a jerk. 

"There goes Harry Shaw, if it 
hadn't been for — I wish I could re- 
member his name! Now I must do 
something for that chap in return for 
what The Army did for me." He 
hurried across the roadway. 

"Hungry, old chap?" he asked 
clneri'y. 

"Absolutely starving." 
"So bad as that, eh? Never mind, 
we can soon put that right if you'll 
come with me. I've got a snug little 
home round the corner, thank God; 
you come and have a bite with me. 
My missus will be glad to feed you 
up!" They soon arrived at the 
Shaw home, and the hobo was speed- 
ily supplied with plenty of food. 
When he resisted further offers of 
refreshment the stranger was plied 
with questions. 

"Where did he hail from?" — "Eng- 
land!" 

"Had he been long in Canada?" — 
"Two years!" 

"Had he met The Salvation Army 
in the Old Country?" — "Yes, lots of 
times!" 

"Where?" Harry was deeply inter- 
ested. 

"Blackfriars, London!" 
"What?" Harry's face glowed, and 
Mrs. Shaw left off her household 
duties to join in the all-absorbing 
conversation. 



"Did you ever go to the Penitent- 
form them?" — "Aye, sorry I didn't 
keep to it, though!" 

"I should say you are, too," said 
Mrs. Shaw. 

"Do you know?" Harry broke in, 
"X owe all I've got to going out to 
that Penitent-form and finding God 
there. What a shame you didn't keep 




it! But, I say, old chap, who was it 
conducted the meeting in which you 
went out?" Harry was quite excited 
by this time. 

"Yes, do tell us," put in Mrs. Shaw. 

"Why, Brigadier A ," said the 

man. 

"Hooray! Praise God for that! 
That's the name! Oh, I am glad!" 

Xjitt'.e caring what the other 
thought, Harry rushed to make a 
note of the name lest it elude him 
again, and thus it came about tV.it 
the Officer concerned received th<! 
joyful tidings from the Land of the 
Maple Leaf that Harry Shaw, so loin- 
last-to-si^ht, was true to" tho pled" 1 ''' 
he had tak-vi at the Pnnltnnt-form on 
that Sunday morning ten years 
before. 
















The Band of the West Toronto Corps makes music for the Toronto Branch of the Canadian Federation of the 

Blind, at High Park 
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Chapter II 

SUSAN LEAVES HOME 

ONE night Mr. Nichols was prac- 
tising his church music down- 
stairs, while his children, sent to 
bed supperless as usual, were trying 
to forget hunger in fun over head. 
"While fields and floods, 
Vales, hills, find plains 
Repeat the sounding joy." 
carolled the father. 

Religious poetry chanted by his 
parent stirred the sense of humor 
and scorn in Jack beyond control, 
and he trolled out some silly, boyish 
parody. 
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This was too much, in turn, for Mr. 
Nichols; he rushed upstairs to his 
prankish son, threw him first down- 
stairs, and then out into the lane, and 
never again let him set foot in his 
house. 

Poor Jack knocked about on ships 
for a while, went from bad to worse, 
and eventually became a piece of 
human driftwood on the seas of Lon- 
don's poverty and wickedness, while 
his sister in Canada prayed that in 
some wonderful way the Lord would 
bring him within the circling care of 
The Army. Whether that prayer was 
ever answered we have not been able 
to discover, but as so many of Susan's 
prayers were answered, we are in- 
clined to think that this one was 
among that number. 

Her Mother Might Die 

Susan's great dread in life, up to 
this time, was that her mother, who 
was often ill, might die and leave the 
children alone with their terrible 
father. The mother lay ill in bed one 
day, Susan had been crying over her, 
and pathetically begging her not to 
die. Mr. Nichols shared his daugh- 
ter's fears, but took a different way 
to recruit the invalid's waning vital 
force. 

"Look here, Lyddy," he remarked, 
"if you die, I'll put every one of 
those children in the poorhouse." 
Fear acted like a tonic, and she got 
well. 

The children were often wakened 
in the morning by the sound of blows, 
and their mother's screaming ''Oh, 
John, don't kill me." One morning 
she was beaten beyond endurance. and 
ran put of the house, SusftB climbed 



up to the window, and saw her 
mother running up the flinty hill by 
the old graveyard. Terror struck to 
the child's heart, for mother had left 
hem at last, and father was still 
cursing and swearing in thei next 
room. Half dressed, with one foot 
bare, she caught up the baby, and 
ran after her mother. 

Susan called to her in vain— the 
frantic woman ran on, and the child 
was in despair. Mother wouldn't turn 
and look at the baby, but she always 
came when it cried. Quick as the 
thought, she gave the baby a vigorous 
pinch on its chilly little leg, and its 
unhappy cries soon called the 
mother to a pause, then brought her 
running back. 

She could bear the blows bettor 
than a baby, and it would often sob 
like this if it had no mother. She 
spent her grief soothing and cuddling 
her baby, and then went back down 
the stony hill to her wretched home, 
where her husband met her at the 
door, and felled her to the ground 
with one blow by way of welcome. 

From 6 a.m. to 9 p.m. 

When Susan was nine years old, 
her father decided that he could no 
longer support her, and found her a 
situation. Her mistress kept a laun- 
dry, and Susan's work was to fetch 
and carry water for six strapping 
women. From six in the morning till 
nine at night, little Susan had to 
bring water from the yard pump for 
them all, and carry It afterwards to 
the pool outside. 

She also fetched the clothes, in 
bundles on her head, from two miles 
away, and carried them home again; 
arid for all this she received the mag- 
nificent sum of one shilling (25c) per 
week. She was a strong, healthy 
girl, who never knew what it was to 
be tired, and the chief complaint she 
had to make during her two years 
service there was that she never had 
enough to eat. 

At twelve, her Sunday-school 
teacher, thinking Susan over-worked, 
got her a place as a servant. But poor 
Susan found herself out of the frying- 
pan into the fire, for here she was a 
^real white slave to the nine persons 
^whom she had to serve. It was true 
that she got sixpence a week more 
wages, but the hours were longer, the 
work harder, and — worst of all — she 
had even less to eat. Her strength 
began to go, and she felt that she 
could not stand it much longer. 

One Saturday night she scrubbed, 







as usual, till eleven o'clock, and on 
the Monday morning got up; early to 
pray. Her mistress and the children 
were fast asleep, and this child was 
expected now to light the fires, clean 
up the place, get the breakfast ready, 
clear away, wash up, and then pro- 



The Story of a Valiant Soul 
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ceed with the weekly washing. It 
would be no use to go home — her 
mother couldn't help her; so, after 
asking God what to do, she decided 
to run away. 
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She had heard that Yarmouth was 
a good place, and that people were 
kind there, so to Yarmouth she would 
go. The food was all locked up; 
threepence was all the money she had 
in the world, but she made up her 
few clothes into a bundle and started 
out on her twenty-two mile walk 
cheerily enough. 

Susan walked, and prayed, and 
sang all the hymns she knew over 
and over again, till she had travelled 
eleven miles, when she sat down to 
consider the blisters on her feet, and 
what she had better do next. Some 
little children ran out of a cottage 
near-by, and stood around the small 
stranger sitting on her bundle, and 
presently asked if she wasn't very 
hungry. Susan was very hungry, but 
her appetite must be sharper yet, be- 
fore she dared to spend her three- 
pence. 

"Where's Your Character?" 

The children ran and fetched an 
old woman from the cottage, who 
forthwith began to question Susan, 
and when she found she was a place- 
hunter, put a strange query to her. 
"Where's your character?" she said. 

Susan had never heard of such a 
thing before, but when she under- 
stood that employers generally de- 
manded a written certificate of com- 
petency and willingness from a ser- 
vant maid, she held out her hands. 
"Look at my hands, I think they're 
my character," she said simply. 

Sure enough! Such frost-bitten, cal- 
loused, cracked, and chilblained 
fingers couldn't possibly belong to a 
lazy girl. The sympathetic old woman 
held up her own hands in amaze- 
ment. 

"True, your hands are a character " 
she admitted, "but Yarmouth is 'a 
very bad place," 

"God will take care of me," said 
Susan, confidently. 

The, old woman gave her some 
bread and treacle, and a halfpenny to 
pay her fare through Yarmouth toll- 
gate and Susan, putting her blistered 
feet to the hard road again, fared on 

A passing teamster tried to show 

,,,}il n . dlle3s next dav ty offering her 
a 'lift" as far as Yarmouth. Susan 



had now travelled so far that a bit 
of worldly wisdom began to develop 
in her, and she declined to trust her- 
self with the stranger, but she said 
she would be greatly obliged if he 
would take her bundle as far as the 
Yarmouth toll-gate. 

As she saw him disappearing in the 
distance, she realized that all her 
worldly possessions, except the three- 
pence, were in his hands, and sup- 
pose she should never see him again. 
Ah! But she had one help for every 
trouble — down she dropped on her 
knees, and prayed fervently that God 
would make the teamster leave her 
bundle at the Yarmouth gate. Then 
she trudged on, forgetting her blist- 
ered feet and tired bones in singing 
her old-fashioned hymns. 

She passed the gate, not without a 
lecture from the woman who kept it, 
on the risk of trusting strangers, and 
a question as to her "character," and 
at eight o'clock at night found her- 
self on Yarmouth bridge, not knowing 
where to go, or what to do next. 

'Td Rather Drown Myself" 

She was more scared than pleased 
to be accosted by a man from her 
own village. He advised her to pawn 
the contents of her bundle, and use 
the proceeds to get home again. 

"No, I'd rather dr6wn myself," 
cried poor Susan passionately. 'Td 
get killed if I went home." 

"Well, what are you going to do?" 
asked her friend. 

"I've got thrippence," faltered 
Susan. She couldn't starve while that 
sum belonged to her. Arguments 
were useless at that time of night, so 




(he took her to a small inn of his ac- 
quaintance, and left her there for the 
night. 

This kindly host gave the lassie 
supper, bed, and breakfast, and next 
toorning, though her feet were a mass 
/of blisters and she reeled as she 
(walked, Susan set out to find a cousin 
of her father's and get work. 

She stepped into a baker's shop to 
inquire the way, and a pleasant- 
faced woman buying bread in the 
place put some questions to her in 
her turn. The sight of Susan's scar- 
red and disfigured hands, and her un- 
childlike story of toil and suffering, 
touched the motherly heart of this 
Christian woman, and she hired her 
forthwith, and took her home without 
further hunt for her relatives. 

Bathing her feet, having for once 
all she could eat, and getting into a 
(Continued on page 13) 
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WHEN THE PUMPS 

HELPED THE MOON 

And the Band's Music Delighted 
the Natives 

THE mellow Summer evenings in 
the country are proving ideal 
for the activities of our devoted com- 
rades in many Corps. The Fenelon 
Falls Corps Band is not less energetic 
than other combinations and, each 
Summer, makes a point of visiting 
several communities in the district to 
provide music and to proclaim the 
Message. 

The writer accompanied the Band 
on one such visit this Summer to a 
hamlet which goes hy the prosaic 
name of Burnt River. 

It was dusk ere the cavalcade of 
three cars left Fenelon Falls, hut it 
was not dilatoriness which had de- 
layed the Band members. The major- 
iy of them are farmers; they live at 
some distance from the town, and, 
before they are able to don their 
uniforms and get to the Hall, there 
are cows to milk and horses and 
chickens to be fed. 

The road to Burnt River is not 
exactly the smoothest highway the 
writer has travelled; neither is it the 
worst! As we entered the village a 
bevy of children who had been dis- 
consolately making their way home- 
ward, thinking the advertised visit of 
The Army had fallen through, de- 
lightedly retraced their steps. 

Outside the general store — the 
heritage of every Canadian village — 
the ring was formed and, by the 
combined light of a crescent moon 
and a pair of gasoline pumps, which 
were illuminated for our special 
benefit, the meeting proceeded. 

It would be difficult to find a more 
attentive and responsive Open-air 
audience, than in this tiny, little- 
known community. Even the boys 
squatted on the steps, who perhaps 
had anticipated extracting some sly 
fun out of the affair, listened with a 
subdued, respectful air. 

Led by the veteran Sergeant-Major 
Brokenshire, the messages in song, 
testimony and prayer, given by fur- 
loughing Officers and other comrades, 
were made effective to a degree. 

Among the interested — and interest- 
ing—folk who listened were a young 
married couple with their baby, who 
expressed their delight at the visit. 
A cripple, in a wheel-chair, too, was 
among the moonlight audience. 

The collection — well, it was barely 
sufficient to clear expenses, but then, 
a successful Open-air service Is not 
gauged by the dollars and dimes ob- 
tained but by the acceptance of the 
Waters of Life and abundant evidence 
was forthcoming that these villagers 
drank eagerly of this soul-reviving 
Source. 



Toronto Temple Bandsmen witness- 
ed a real "Old Boys" reunion during 
their visit to Owen Sound when 
Bandsman Frank Easton met Band- 
master lies of that Corps. The last 
time they met was overseas, when 
both men served in the same battal- 
ion band during the war. 

Do Not Fail to Hear 

THE WINDSOR I BAND 

During Their Visit to 

DOVERCOURT 

August 30-31st 

Saturday, 8 p.m. — United Festival. 
(Windsor I and Dovcrcourt Bands) 
Sunday, 11 a.m. and 7 p.m., 

THE CHIEF SECRETARY 

Sunday, 3 p.m.— The Windsor I Band 

will give a Musical Festival in the 

Willowvale Park 



THE MUSIC EDITORIAL DEPARTMENT 

A Review of its History, Work, and Scope of Influence 

By the Editor of "The Bandsman and Songster" 
(Continued from last week) 



In passing it may be told that at 
this period, among other duties, the 
Music Editorial Department was held 
responsible for the supply of at least 
one article per week to Our Own, and 
at this time, and for some years 
thereafter, all the arranging work for 
Army musical publications was done 
by members of the Department. 

During Colonel Goldsmith's stay in 
the Department he performed valu- 
able and lasting work, the half of 
which will, perhaps, never be told. At 
all events the Colonel treasures the 
memory of his "residence" in the 
Editorial domain. 

Upon the retirement of Lieut.-Col- 
onel Slater, in 1913, until Lieut. 'Col- 
onel Goldsmith's appointment in 1921 
as Financial Secretary to Salvationist 
Publishing and Supplies, Ltd., he was 
jointly responsible with Lieut-Colonel 
Hawkes for the management of the 
Music Editorial Department. 

Just in what manner "A.G." works 
when composing music is known per- 
haps to very few; but that he works 
with thoroughness, with ample musi- 
cal knowledge and skill in harmony 
and counterpoint, and has readiness 
of resource in composition and ar- 
rangement are points that are very 
obvious to the most superficial stu- 
dent of his writings. And one sur- 
mises that quite a number of his 
compositions are the result of sheer 
inspiration. His famous "Rocking- 
ham" meditation came to him, I be- 
lieve, in this way; and I have heard 
him say in casual conversation that 
his task at the time of arranging this 
piece was not how to string out the 
theme in hand to a conclusion, but 
how to leave off — so free was the 
flow of ideas. 

Making Another Move 

In 1912 it was again found neces- 
sary for the Music Editorial Depart- 
ment to move, and this time the 
chosen spot was the home of Salva- 
tionist Publishing and Supplies, Ltd., 
at Judd Street. Here the Department 
has remained. Not in precisely the 
same rooms, however — the original 
location being apartments on the 
ground floor, and later on the second 
floor of the old Judd Street Building 
—but after the new wing was added 
in 1929 a move to the top floor of this 
structure was effected. Some details 
of the Department's disposition were 
given in our introductory article. 

If the latest habitation cannot be 
said to be entirely ideal from every 
standpoint, it has a number of good 
points in its favor; and one thing is 
certain, it has usefully served its pur- 
pose. 

"For perfect conditions," says Lt- 



Colonel Hawkes, "it would seem that 
a sound-proof room, designed on the 
lines of the practising rooms at the 
Guildhall School of Music, and other 
music-teaching institutions, is neces- 
sary. In one sense," adds the Colonel, 
"we are not the best of neighbors to 
have; for whilst seclusion and quiet 
are essential for creative work, occa- 
sionally we must prove a source of 
disturbance to others near us when 
making instrumental experiments, or 
'trying out' musical works on the 
piano or organ." 

Anyhow, be that as it may, it 
stands on record that during the De 
partment's stay at Judd Street, and 
especially since the war, its useful- 
ness has been extraordinarily demon- 
strated, and striking developments 
have taken place in all directions, the 
last decade representing without 
doubt its most fruitful period of pro- 
ductivity. 

A Big Responsibility 

It should be remembered that the 
Department is responsible for com- 
posing and arranging, selecting, edit- 
ing, and proof reading, and seeing 
through the press all "copy" for the 
following publications: 

The Ordinary Series Band Journal. 
Full Score and seventeen instru- 
mental parts, issued quarterly. This 
Journal, commenced in) 1884 has now 
reached No. 1012. 

The Second Series Band Journal. 
Full score and fourteen instrumental 
parts, published quarterly. Started in 
July, 1921. 140 numbers issued. Pub- 
lished for small Senior and Young 
People's Bands. 

The Festival Series Band Journal. 
Full score and seventeen parts, pub- 
lished half-yearly. Started January, 
1923. Sixty numbers already out. Is- 
sued for festival work by experienced 
Bands. 

"The Musical Salvationist." The 
monthly magazine devoted to the 
publication of new songs for Song- 
ster Brigades, Male Voice Parties, 
Young People's Singing Companies, 
and soloists. 

Approximately a total of nearly 
seven thousand pages of music, vocal 
and instrumental combined, has been, 
dealt with during the last three years. 

Writing some years ago on the sub- 
ject of the songs and music which 
have appeared under the direction of 
the Department, Lt.-Colonel Slater 
says: "They hold a unique place in 
the modern life of God's people. They 
show a definite departure from the 
old-established notions of what a 
"sacred" song should be; for here, as 
(Continued at foot of column 4) 




LET US MAKE GREATER USE OF THE OPEN-AIR 



WHY NOT TAKE 

PITY ON THE PIANIST? 

The Woes of an Ivory-Thumper 

By Captain Eric Ball 

How useful to a Band or Songster 
Brigade is a capable pianist! Many 
little niches are filled by this good 
person, and yet there are times when 
he is hardly taken into account or 
appreciated. To show what I mean 
I will give a few instances from per- 
sonal experience. 

1. I am taking part in a Band Fes- 
tival. A taxing selection with a 
spirited finale has just finished, and 
the Bandsmen, well, to say the least, 
are "puifed" with their exertions. 
Right on top of this "loud" item the 
chairman announces "a pianoforte 
solo." 

Now the little arabesque-like piece 
one has decided to play sounds ridicu- 
lously puerile and small by reason of 
the terrific contrast in volume pro- 
duced, Arrangers of programs, 
please help the poor pianist here. 

2. I am with a Songster Brigade. 
One item after another I take part in 
— a Songster piece, a musical mono- 
logue, another Songster piece, a vocal 
solo, a pianoforte solo, yet another 
Songster piece . . . Ah, it is collection- 
time. I sit down, gasping and per- 
spiring . . . Oh, arranger of the pro- 
gram! . . . 

3. "Sorry, old man," says the Song- 
ster Leader, "Joe has forgotten his 
music. But — but you can manage it 
all right!" TMs at the last minute — 
Well! . . . Still, we carry on . . . I 
must remember that modulation in 
the middle of the verse, I get to it; 
the piano is faulty (quite a general 
thing); a much-wanted note sticks; 
"Joe" misses his cue for the modula- 
tion; the imaginary music on the desk 
of my memory falls down; I flounder 
. . . Afterwards — "Pity you messed 
up poor old Joe's solo!" some one 
says! 

Now we pianists do not mind filling 
up a blank space in a program; trans- 
posing somebody's accompaniment; 
taking part in one item after another 
without rest; or even enduring the 
ignominy of having made a mistake, 
but . . . well, pianists have feelings. 

4. I am asked to accompany a sis- 
ter's solo. There is no copy of the 
music for me. I have to trust to 
memory. Something goes wrong . . . 
the lady nervously squeaking out a 
top "G." Afterwards she is talking 
to a friend, who is heard to say, 
"What a pity the pianist made a 
hash of your solo. It was all his 
fault!" 

elsewhere, The Army lives in the 
present, and makes its songs the 
actual experience of what is felt and 
thought to-day, and does not feel any 
necessity to cast its thoughts and 
feelings in a mould that doubtless an- 
swered the purpose two or three hun- 
dred years ago — if, indeed, it could 
use such a form if it wished. 

"Song-writers have arisen from 
most unlikely places, and excellent 
music has been written in circum- 
stances and surroundings usually con- 
sidered most unfavorable to musical 
production; the efforts of the De- 
partment have resulted in a vast har- 
vest of original compositions, tha 4- 
steadily comes in upon it week afte: 
week from all parts of the world. An< 
the types of song are as numeroui 
and varied as the individualities o 
the writers themselves." 

The forty-fourth volume of "TJ 
Musical Salvationist" is not far o 
completion, and there is no sign < 
'any cessation of the' influx of "copy 
Indeed, there seems no reason ,t_ 
doubt that the supply will go on in- 
creasing. 

(To be continued) 
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THE ARMY AND THE DRINK A GOOD DAY'S WORK 



Interesting Evidence placed before the Royal 
Commission. 



evidence before 



THE Army's 
Royal Commission on Licensing 
(England and Wales) given re- 
cently, created great interest in many 
quarters. 

In order to present The Army's 
case effectively the General instructed 
that detailed inquiries should be 
made by our Officers in all parts of 
the country, and as a result, Commis- 
sioner' Lamb, the International Social 
Secretary, on behalf of the General 
placed before the Commission many 
interesting and authoritative con- 
clusions. 

The evidence already given includ- 
ed the following points: 

A Diminishing Evil 

Since the Commission was appoint- 
ed we have inquired amongst our Offi- 
cers and amongst men and women 
now seeking the shelter of our Insti- 
tutions with a view to making a com- 
parison of present-day conditions 
with those of thirty and forty years 
ago. We notice considerable changes. 
They had set in before the War and 
are more marked since. For example: 
In London and elsewhere we made 
not infrequent "Midnight Raids" de- 
signed to "sweep up" the "drunks" to 
be found on the streets at midnight 
and in the early hours of the morning. 
These "raids" are now much less 
necessary. 

"We \have come to the conclusion 
that hard drinking or Drunkenness is 
not now the greatest social evil. 

Slum Improvements 

We have 125 Officers residing day 
and night in recognized Slum Areas 
in the larger cities. In the opinion of 
those best able to judge there has 
been in recent years a marked im- 
provement in the appearance and 
conduct of both men and women and 
in the general condition of the district 
in which they live. Our Officers be- 
lieve that the earlier closing of the 
public-houses, and the higher price 
charged for drink, has tended greatly 
to the improved condition of the 
neighborhood known to these work- 
ers. Gambling and betting are con- 
sidered great curses in these districts. 

The Black List 

The Black List is regarded as a 
failure. Doubtless it has been so legal- 
ly (judging by the numbers actually 
"Blacklisted"), but from the experi- 
ences of many Officers we have no 
hesitation in saying that the moral 
effect of the Act on a large number 



RESTORED TO HEALTH 

COMMISSIONER LAURIE at 
International Headquarters Again 

IT WILL be remembered by our 
readers that some little time ago 
the General arranged for the Chan- 
cellor of the Exchequer, Commission- 
er J. B. Laurie, to have three months' 
furlough, in view of the then unsat- 
isfactory condition of his health. 

We are very pleased indeed to be 
able to state that the health of the 
Commissioner has so greatly improv- 
ed that he has been able to return to 
his responsibilities at International 
Headquarters, even before the expira- 
tion of the three months. 

The Commissioner returned to the 
Chancellor's chair at International 
Headquarters a week or so ago, and 
is feeling quite restored, which, we 
are happy to say, is confirmed by the 
medical report. 

We do praise God for His goodness 
to the Commissioner, and our com- 
rades everywhere will rejoice with us 
in this restoration to health, 



the of men and women was very consid- 
erable and valuable. 



This Peep Behind the Scenes makes Effective 

Telling. 

i OMB suggestion of the industry of 



Institution Changes 

Thirty-six years ago there were 
hundreds of homeless men on the 
streets at night (Summer and 
Winter). The anxious and difficult 
period for the Officers in charge of 
our Shelters and other Institutions 
was between 9 and 11 o'clock in the 
evening. Men frequently came then 
seeking admission, more or less under 
the influence of drink, and were often 
quarrelsome, noisy and difficult to 
manage. The Officers could not think 
of going home or retiring until after 
midnight. The men now enter the 
places orderly and quietly and occa- 
sion little or no tiouble. The Shelters 
and Lodging Houses are now more 
easily cleaned. They are sweeter in 
every way, and order is more easily 
maintained. 

Out of a staff of 700 cleaners, bed- 
makers, and men in Army "Ele- 
vators" early this year, we estimate 
that about five per cent, were drink 
cases. Thirty years ago the figure 
in the same class was about 80 per 
cent. 

Women and the Drink 

Long ago we formed the opinion 
that there was a close alliance be- 
tween prostitution and drink. 

During the years 1891-94 (36 to 40 
years ago) 5,815 women were admit- 
ted to our Rescue Homes and Shelter 
Workshops in the United Kingdom 
and 1,191 (equal to over 20 per cent.) 
were recorded as habitual drunkards 
or heavy drinkers. Recent inquiries 
about women in our Institutions to- 
day — comparing like olasses with 
30 to 40 years ago— show Drink as a 
definite factor in only about 6 per 
cent. 

Drink and Prison Population 

The number of men and women 
coming to us from Prisons and Police 
Courts, who associate drinking with 
«..:_ imprisonment, is considerably 
it was twenty to thirty 



their 

less than 
years ago 



Teetotal Tramps 

We have interviewed 1,000 men "on 
the road" and who had recently been 
occupants of Casual Wards. Drink as 
a contributing factor is reported to be 
much less: indeed 67 per cent, of to- 
day's group are reported as being 
total abstainers. 



San Officer in charge of a Men S 
Home in South Africa may be 
obtained from the following account 
which has been supplied to the Editor 
of "The War Cry":-- 

Rising at six o'clock, I call at the 
market at 7 a.m. and make purchases. 
Breakfast 7.30 a.m. 'Phone rings . . . 

"Is the Captain in?" 

"Yes." 

"I am sending a man along for a 
meal. Can you fix him up?" 

"Certainly!" 

Give oversight to work in dormit- 
ories. Count linen. 'Phone rings . . . 

"Can you tell me whether that man 
I sent along can get a rig-out?" 

"Yes, I think so, he seems a decent 
sort of chap, although he is down 
and out." 

Knock at the private door. Enter 
two doctors to examine a man prior 
to his removal to the Mental Hospital. 
'Phone rings . . . 

"Not Doing at All" 

"Is that The Salvation Army ? I am 
speaking from Grahamstown. Is my 
brother there?" 

"Yes." 

"How is he doing?" 

"Not 'doing' at all." 

"Tell him to call at the Post Office. 
I am wiring cash for him. I have 
sent part of the cash to his daughter. 
Please report to me by telephone how 
he conducts himself." Knock at door. 

"Can I see the Captain? I am so 
and so. I am broke to the world and 
in need of food and shelter." 

"Come in." 

'Phone again rings. 

"Can you send one of your men 
for a parcel from — , and deliver 
the same?" 

"Yes, certainly." Bell rings for 
lunch, 12.30 p.m. Two o'clock inter- 
view Magistrate re mental case. Make 
urgent application for his removal in 
support of the doctor's certificate. 
Everything in order. 

"We must have two escorts. Can 
you find one, Captain?" 

"Yes, I think so." Hunt for suitable 
man and secure one just before at- 
tending the Home League meeting at 
3 p.m. Only male present. Gave 
talk on "Some women I have met." I 
much enjoyed the tea and cake. . 

On return found a man who was 
"half ssas over" Very talkative. 

"Can I have a meal and bed?" 

"Yes, if you promise to keep quiet 
and not disturb the other inmates." 
'Phone rings , . . 



"I am sending you a young man 
who is in need. Please tide him over. 
I will be responsible. I feel he is a 
decent chap." Smart looking young 
man arrives. He has come a long 
way seeking work. Glad of a bed. 

"Captain, would you look after my 
coat and tools until I call for them, 
which I will do as soon as I get a 
job. They are rather heavy to carry 
about." 

"By all means!" Give oversight to 
re-enamelling of bedsteads. See the 
young man who is in need of a rig- 
out. 

"Will this clean shirt fit you ? You 
can wash this one to-morrow." Our 
friend hails from the Emerald Isle, 
and exclaims, "Sure! Captain you're 
the best man I've met to-day." 

Young man, newly-arrived. "Cap- 
tain, if you will give me some soap, 
a brush, and some disinfectant, I will 
scrub the floor in the morning and 
clean the windows. I want, if possi- 
ble to earn my board and keep." 

Enter the owner of the tools. 

"Captain I have secured a good job 
up country. Will you arrange for 
my tools and luggage to; be sent for- 
ward?" 

Tea over. Inspection of beds and 
cubicles. All in order. Entries made 
in Register. Quietly review the day's 
work. Lights out 10 p.m. 10.30 
knock at Captain's door. 

"Captain, we can't sleep, that new 
chap snores to 'beat the band.' " Pay 
the guilty one a visit and turn him 
over. Peace once more! 



THE C ONGRESS GATHE RINGS 

TWO GREAT ASSEMBLIES 

to 'be held at 

HALIFAX and TORONTO 

conducted by 

COMMISSIONER AND MRS. HAY 

supported by 

COLONEL AND MRS. HENRY, Staff and Field 

Officers 

HALIFAX (For Maritime Provinces) 
September 27 to September 30 

TORONTO 
October lO to October 16 

SEE FUTURE "WAR CRYS" FOR FURTHER ANNOUNCEMENTS 



MORE ABOUT MIM1C0 

THE CHIEF SECRETARY 

Conducts on the First Sunday 

Evening in the New Hall 

The fervency and interest which 
marked the auspicious opening of the 
new Mimico Citadel, by the Commis- 
sioner, were in further evidence on 
the Sunday, when the Divisional 
Commander piloted the morning 
meeting and the Chief Secretary and 
Mrs. Henry were at the helm at night. 

True, the visiting Officers did not 
put in an appearance at the Open-air, 
but it was not by any means owing 
to a lack of interest. In the maze 
of Mimico's thoroughfares they were 
unable to locate the faithful band of 
comrades who it may be well believed 
were announcing their presence in no 
uncertain fashion. 

The Colonel made up for the un- 
avoidable deficiency by the warmth 
and heartiness with which he led the 
fruitful inside meeting. 

Mrs. Henry spoke, striking a vein 
that was specially applicable to the 
occasion. 

In his address the Colonel spoke 
tenderly of Christ, the Burden-bearer, 
inviting the sin-weary and despairing 
to the Cross. 

Followed a gracious and hallowed 
period of prayer, led by Staff-Captain 
Mundy, when four seekers responded 
and knelt at the Mercy-seat. 

One soul was also recorded in the 
Holiness meeting, led by Lt. -Colonel 
McAmmond. 



SONGSTERS SPLENDID 
EFFORT 

BROCK AVENTJEi (Toronto) — (Ad- 
jutant and Mrs. Barker) — During last 
week-end the Songsters, under Song- 
ster Leader Ford, did a splendid work 
during the absence of the Band, at 
Fenelon Falls, and our Officers who 
were on furlough. 

The Holiness meeting was a season 
of blessing when we were privileged 
in having Ensign and Mrs. Barr, of 
Japan, with us. The Ensign's message 
impressed us greatly. 

The afternoon service was led by 
the Songsters, each one taking pa rt - 
The Salvation meeting was well at- 
tended, Songster- Sergeant Mrs. John- 
ston being in charge,— A. G. 
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NEW CANADIANS ENJOY 
RESPITE 

"All work and no play makes Jack 
a dull boy," runs the old adage. The 
Salvation Army Immigration Depart- 
ment evidently intends that lads un- 
der their care shall not fall into that 
category. 

From time to time reunions and out- 
ings are arranged at periods conveni- 
ent to the farmers for whom the boys 
work, The annual picnic arranged by 
the Moorside Lodge of Smith's Falls 
took place recently, the place chosen 
being the Rideau Ferry, a real beauty 
spot. 

Threatening weather did not dis- 
courage the forty persons who had 
gathered, and when the conveyances 
arranged by the local Rotarians ar- 
rived, the party set off with cheery 
optimism. The sun emerged as* we 
reached the grounds of the Ferry Inn. 
The premises had been loaned gratis 
by the proprietor. 

Swimming , ball-games and races 
had been arranged by Ensign and 
Mrs. Pomroy (the Officers recently 
appointed to the Smith's Falls centre) 
and suitable prizes were awarded at 
the conclusion of the events. The 
event closed with general regret, but 
all are looking forward to the next 
reunion which is timed for Christmas. 



RALLY TO THE COLORS 

CLINTON (Captain and Mrs, 
Ward) — While our Officers were on 
furlough, the Soldiers rallied to the 
Colors, the Corps Cadets being in 
charge of the meetings during one 
week. We appreciated the specials 
each week-end in the persons of En- 
sign Brewer, Envoy Vanderheiden and 
Captain Geiger. 

Our Officers were welcomed at a 
reception prepared by the Soldiers. 
A number of Army friends were pre- 
sent to meet them. Y.P.S.-M. Phebe 
Bolton and Treasurer Livermore 
spoke words of welcome after which 
Captain and Mrs. Ward responded,— 
P.B. 



GUELFH (Adjutant Bird, Ensign 
Hart) — Last week-end the meetings 
were conducted by the Band. The 
weather was ideal and the hoys did 
their duty very earnestly and proved a 
source of blessing-.— James Ryder. 

ST JOHN II (Lieutenant Carter)— 
God's presence was felt very much on 
Sunday; Lieutenants Harkness ana 
Carter and Corps Cadet Clarke sang a 
trio in the nisht meeting, and we re- 
joiced over two souls being- registered 
for the day. The last Open-air at the 
Station, after the meeting, was attended 
bv a number of eager listeners. The 
united Open-airs, at Fairvllle, are prov- 
ing to be ot much help and blessing. — 
• A.D.E. 

RICHMOND HILL (Captain Lynch, 
Lieutenant Cooke) — Envoy Shankland, 
assisted by Brother Paddle, were the 
specials for the week-end. The Envoy s 
address in the Holiness meeting was of 
great spiritual profit to our souls. Two 
comrades came forward for reconse- 
cration. Our late Open-air, following the 
night service, is making an impression 
upon the people. . 

CORNWALL (Conimandant and Mrs, 
Wells)— We had wjth us for the week- 
end of August 16th and 17th Lieutenant 
G. Vanderheiden, of Montreal, who 
piloted the meetings in red-hot style. 
The Local Officers rallied well, and a 
good day was spent in the Lord's serv- 
ice. — E. Holden. 



SALVATIONIST* AND 

INDUSTRIALISM 

(Continued from page 3) 
not come to us until they had far^d 
ill in evil ways. But all are safe on 
the Rock, as we say, and all are 
now solid good characters, sir, We 
all thank God for The Army, in our 
different ways." 

"That'll do, that'll do!" cried the 
iron-master. "Off you go back to your 
work. Bring my cheque book," this 
to his manager, and he made a sub- 
stantial donation to the building 
fund for the new Hall. 

There you have it. Salvationlsm 
and industrialism. When you see the 
familiar uniform being worn by a man 
or woman have the grace to ack- 
nowledge, at any rate in your heart, 
the service which, by the blessing of 
God, and in a million ways, is being 
rendered in all parts of the world 
under the Flag of The Salvation 
Army. — U. R. de Roti, 



l^^SERVANT OF GOD, 



WELLDONE / 

Toronto I Comrade Leaves Confident Testimony 



BROTHER GALLEHAWK was pro- 
moted to Glory from the Toronto 
General Hospital on Sunday, July 
27th at the age of sixty-eight. He had 
been afflicted for more than three 
years. 

During his illness he always appre- 
cited and enjoyed the visits of his 
Officer and the comrades, while the 
reading of God's 
Word and prayer, 
brought to him 
an abundance of 

joy- 
He was taorn 
in England, and 
spent many years 
without the 
knowledge of sins 
forgiven. Before 
his conversion he 
had been a fire- 
man in Old Lon- 
don, and had 
also spent twelve 
years as a sailor. 
He met Mrs. 
Gallehawk i n 
Australia. After 
his marriage he 
returned to Eng- 
land and later 
came to Canada. 
One day, while 
working on a 
boat in the To- - -*- 1 * zsuss 

ronto Harbor he Brother Gallehawk, 
fell overboard Toronto I 

while under the 

influence of drink. God, in His mercy, 
caused him to be rescued. After this 
he attended a Salvation Army meet- 
ing at Toronto I Corps, where he got 
gloriously converted. This was 
twenty- two years ago, 

He became a shining light for God. 
His testimony was a wonderful story 
of what the grace of God can do for 
man. He has been looked upon as a 
saint. Not only did he tell others the 
good news of redeeming love, but he 




has been a real friend to the poor. 
After his conversion his wife and two 
of his daughters also sought and 
found the Saviour. 

Before the end of his earthly life 
a comrade said to him, "It is all right, 
isn't it?" He replied with firm as- 
surance, "Yes," and a few hours after 
he passed peacefully to be with 
Christ. 

Our Officers being on furlough, the 
Funeral service was conducted by Ad- 
jutant Hickling and Ensign Richard- 
son, former Officers of this Corps. 

The Adjutant spoke of Brother 
Gallehawk in the highest terms, and 
referred to him as a Christian gentle- 
man. Sister Mrs. Ward and another 
comrade also spoke of the reality of 
his life. 

The Memorial service was conduct- 
ed by Ensign and Mrs. Gage on Sun- 
day, August 10th. May God bless and 
comfort the bereaved family and rela- 
tives. — Alfred Steel. 



BROTHER T. MATTHEWS, 
North Sydney 

NORTH SYDNEY CORPS (En- 



sign and Mrs. Everitt) 
another faithful Soldier 
in the person of Brother 
Tom Matthews. Our late 
comrade, although elder- 
ly, never missed an Open- 
air and attended Knee- 
drill every Sunday morn- 
ing. 

He passed away very 
suddenly, only being ill 
about four days. He gave 
his testimony in the 
Open-air as usual and 
then, feeling unwell, re. 
turned home, A few days 
afterward he was pro- 
moted to Glory, We shall 
miss him very much. 

On Sunday afternoon 
the Funeral was conduct- 
( Continued in column 4) 



has lost 



FURL0UGH1NG OFFICERS 
FILL BREACH 

CHATHAM (Commandant and 
Mrs. Raymer)— On Saturday evening 
a large crowd of people listened most 
attentively to the Open-air message. 
On Sunday morning the Band visited 
the Hospital, and cheered the patients 
with their music. One soul sought 
full Salvation in the Holiness meeting. 
In the afternoon two meetings were 
held, one at the County Jail, where 
two men expressed their determin- 
ation to serve Christ. The other 
meeting was held at Tescumseth 
Park, and attracted a good crowd of 
people. During the evening meeting 
Lieutenant Bradbury, a former Sol- 
dier of this Corps, gave a helpful 
message. One backslider returned to 
God. The Band, (Bandmaster G. 
Dunkley) and the Songsters' (Leader 
C. Dix) rendered good service during 
the week-end. During our Officers' 
absence from the Corps on furlough, 
Ensign Dunkley and Pocock, Captain 
and Mrs. Evenden and Lieutenant D. 
Smith, who were furloughing here, 
rendered good service in the meet- 
ings. * 



(Continued from column 3) 

ed by our Officers, assisted by Adju- 
tunt Kettle, who, by the way, was 
stationed here at the time of our 
comrade's conversion. 

The Memorial service was held on 
Sunday evening, when Sisters Scott 
and Roberts, and Brothers FiHier and 
Earle spoke of our 
comrade's life and 
faithfulness. Adjutant 
Kettle again spoke at 
this service. 

Our sympathy is 
with Sister Mrs. 
Matthews and daughter 
and other members of 
the family. 




Brother Dorey, 

Hamilton HI 

To whose passing we 

referred last week 



The Toronto Temple 
Band visited the home 
of Field-Major Sheard 
on Sunday, August 17, 
and, in the rendering 
of several hymn tunes, 
brought much blessing 
and cheer to the Major, 
who is very ill. 



WORKING TO CHARM 

Blessing the People and Attracting Them to Jesus by the Music of 

The Army Band 



WHILE we are devoting a little 
space to a subject so nearly 
affecting the workers it will 
not be out of place to make some re- 
ference to the fact that Salvation 
Army Bandsmen demonstrate quite a 
liking for work. They would not 
claim to be outstanding examples in 
this matter; but let actuality speak 
for itself. 

Our musical comrades have to earn 
their living in the usual way. By 
most men the task of securing enough 
money to make both ends meet is 
considered to be a full-time occupa- 
tion. But the gallant fellows who tote 
these massive instruments from 
place to place, manipulating them so 
that they produce harmonious strains, 
marching through the streets, play- 
ing before the houses of the sick in 
cheering, health-giving stimulus, and 
all the time proclaiming by the music 
that there is hope for the very worst 
if they will seek the Saviour — these 
'men, we say, conduct the whole enter- 
prise without expectation of fee or 
reward, save that of gratification in 
the sense of having done their best to 
help others. 

For a sample case showing how. 
they find recreation, after work, in 
further toil consider a certain Toron- 
to Corps Band. On a recent Sunday 
morning, when they sandwiched, in 
the interests of some hundreds of 
sick service men lying in a Queen 
City Hospital, an hour and a half of 
music between Knee-drill, the seven 
o'clock prayer meeting, and the Holi- 
ness meeting, at eleven, the Padre 



asked if they could extend their al- 
ready full schedule to include a week- 
night programme. It was agreed that 
the invitation should be accepted and 
this is how they fixed the event. 

"Let us give up riext Band practice- 
night," said the Deputy-Bandmaster, 
when they were all assembled for the 
weekly gruelling. And thus it was ar- 
ranged. A number of the men have 
vocal parts in the Songster Brigade, 
which meant practice on the follow- 
ing (Thursday) evening. On Friday 
evening the Band was on duty in a 
near-by district assisting a church to 
raise, funds. On Saturday evening 
they were playing to a company of 
blind people in a local park. Incident- 
ally several of the men had to hurry 
from their daily occupation without 
having time for taking food, and the 
evening was concluded by the Bands- 
men transporting a number of the 
blind guests to their homes in differ- 
ent parts of the city. 

Early the following morning some 
of the Bandsmen were found as- 
sembling for Knee-drill and during 
the day the onerous list of events 
kept them busy with Open-air and 
indoor meetings and a Park fixture in 
addition. 

Last thing at night the executive 
Local Officer could be heard saying, 
"Don't be late on Wednesday. Meet 
at the Hospital to play at seven 
o'clock," And so it goes on. The 
kind of work that this one Band does 
— and it is work — the others are do- 
ing also. 



MOTHER FLORENCE 

(Continued from page 10) 
comfortable bed, were only a begin- 
ning of good times for Susan. She 
spent six of the happiest months of 
her life in this home and might have 
ended her days there, and never be- 
come a soul-seeker in Canada, had not 
something tugged away at her heart 
strings, till it pulled her out of her 
snug haven and back to the old home 
with its pinching poverty, its strife 
and cruelty — her strong, deep love for 
her mother. 

She worked in a silk factory for a 
year, and then went into service 
again, till she began to attain a wo- 
man's stature, and got gradually be- 
yond the age when she could be 
whipped. Mr. Nichol's valedictory 
performance in this line consisted in 
beating her with the clothes line un- 
til the blood ran down her back, but 
on her taking refuge with some out- 
side friends, he promised never to 
beat her anymore, if she would come 
back. 

This immunity from her father's 
fist and lash would have made Su- 
san's home pleasanter to her than in 
the old days, but just now she took 
a new step which cut her off from it 
entirely. The cholera broke out in 
the town, and she went out nursing 
patients. This was the last straw : 
which broke the back of her father's 
patience. 

"You've brought all the diseases 
into this house, as ever corned," said 
the irate parent, "and you don't bring 
the cholera, Never you set your foot 
under my roof again," 

And Susan never did, until, at 
eighteen, she ended the first period of 
her life by marrying John Florence. 
(To be continued) 
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The Salvation Army will search for 
mlsslnn persons in any part of the a'atta, 
befriend, and as far as possible, assist 
anyone in difficulty. 

One dollar, should, where possible, be 
sent with enquiry, to help defray 

^Address Lt.. Colonel Sims, Men's Social 
Secretary, 20 Albert Street, Toronto 2, 
In the ease of men, marking "Enquiry 
on the envelope. ... 

In the case of women, please notify 
Lt.-Colonel DeaBrlsay, Women's Social 
Secretary, 20 Albert Street, Toronto 2. 

RATCLIFF — Age 64; height 6 ft. 5 
ins.; fair complexion; brown hair; weight 
150 lbs. Missing since December 26th, 
1929. from Brantford, Ont. "Watchman 
for the School for the Blind. Wife en- 
quiring- 18084 
MILNER, Nugent — Aubrey Milner 
wishes to locate his brother, Nugent 
Milner, who played in The Salvation 
Army Band at Chatham, Ont., about 
thirty years ago. Will pay a reward of 
twenty-five dollars (S25.00) for Informa- 
tion which will lead to locating him. 
Address Aubrey Milner, 309 , Travis 
Building, San Antonio, Texas, or The 
Salvation Army, Toronto, Ont. 18086 
SAB EN, Leslie W. — Native of Snel- 
burne Nova Scotia. World War veteran. 
Last heard from In the Pall of 1920, 
when working for the Hartford Rubber 
Company, Hartford, Conn. Thought to 
be In Canada. Mr. Wesley Johnson, of 
Rumford Maine, anxious to communl- 
oate. 18087 
GRAY or COX, Reuben Henry — Age 
37 years; height 5 ft. 10 ins.; fair hair; 
dark brown eyes; fair complexion. Born 
in Enfield Lock, England. Bootmaker by 
occupation. Nickname "Bob." Sent post 
card in March, 1930, marked "Toronto." 
Regular attendant of Salvation Army 
meetings. 18092 
NOBLE, Robert Dunn — Born 1893. 
Height 8 ft.; dark hair; brown eyes; 
dark complexion. Hailing- from Sunder- 
land, England. LasL heard of In the 
British Navy. Mother anxious for news. 

18100 
BOOTH, Edmund Johnson — Age 40; 
height 6 ft.; black hair; dark brown 
eyes; dark complexion; scar on leg. At 
one time worked for Morgan's, in Mon- 
treal, as a window-dresser. Mother 
anxious for news. 18101 

TAND, Olof Auaust— Age 85; medium 
height; fair hair; blue eyes. Last heard 
of in 1927, In Ontario. To his advantage 
if he communicates with The Salvation 
Army. 18104 

KRISTIANSEN, Frledls Relnhart— 
Age 66; blonde; blue eyes; skipper on 
cargo boat. Parents, in Norway, are 
anxious to hear from him. 18105 

QULLEY, Evan Huah — Also goes 
by the name of Harry or Slim. Age 39 
years; height B ft. 11 Ins.; mark across 
the bridge of his nose; weak eyesight; 
especially left one. Missing eighteen 
months. Last heard of in Iroquois Falls, 
' Ont. 18107 

SMITH, Owen — Served in the Cana- 
dian Army, but went to Michigan, U.S.A. 
Thought to have come back to Canada. 
Brother anxious to locate, as he has im- 
portant news for him. 18110 
BETHUNE, Gordon— Was In Toronto, 
1918. Wife died in Weston Sanitarium. 
Pair complexion; grey eyes; short of 
stature. Late of the 94th Regiment. 
Mother anxious for news. 18119 
MILLIKEN, John — Age 58; height 5 
ft. 4 Ins.; grey hair; brown eyes. Born 
In Belfast, Ireland. Printer by trade. 
Late of 11 Shannon Street, Belfast, Ire- 
land, but thought to be in Canada now. 
His Cousin, L. McQulllen, anxious to 
hear from him. 18121 
GADD, Anders — Left Sweden for 
America over thirty years ago. When 
last heard from, twenty-nine years ago, 
was in Canada. Has two sisters living 
In Malmo, Sweden. Daughter-in-law 
anxious to communicate with him re- 
garding his sons, Irma and Elnar 
Carlsson. 18126 
PETERS, Herman — Age 28. Born in 
Germany. Dark hair; bhn eyes; last 
heard of in 1929, In Cape Breton, N.S. 

18132 
' WRIGHT, Qeorge Frederick and Albert 
— George, about 47, was a Sergeant In 
the Canadian Army. Frederick, aged 42, 
was care of Mrs, Richardson, Ranch, 
Ont. Albert, aged 39, in 1911 was work- 
ing just outside Strat'ord, Ont. Brother, 
Benjamin, anxious to locate them. 

18141 
CRAIG, Joseph — Age 35; height 5 ft. 
8% ins.; soar on nose, chin and side of 
face. Scotch. Left his home in Chip- 
pawa, May, 1930, to work In Stratford. 
GORE, Jack, age 28, looks older; 
height 5 ft. 6 Ins.; well built; grey eyes; 
deep set; fresh-looking, Left home, 
Trout Creek, around August, 1929. Wife 
broken-hearted over the silence. 17726 
JUEL, Rolf Frederick—Age 24; height 
5 ft. 8 ins.; blond hair; blue eyes; 
strongly built; stoops a hit when he 
walks. Last known address was 
T.M.C.A., Montreal, P.Q. 178B8 

SINCLAIR, William — Age 83 years; 
height 5 ft. 8 In.; fair; slim; grey eyes; 
tattooed on forearm, crest of 33rd Bat- 
talion, Shell-shocked during the War. 
Disappeared from his home on Decem- 
ber 8th; supposed to be around Detroit. 

1792S 

MAHONEY, Charles Alfred — Age 19 

years; height 5 ft. 11 ins.: weight 185 

lbs,; black hair; brown eyes; fair com- 

(Contlnuad in column 4) 



THE WAR CRY 

I IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT 

I THE INTERNATIONAL STAFF BAND and 1 
SALVATIONIST PUBLISHING &SUPPLIES BAND 

Have produced some splendid Gramophone ft 
Records. It is a treat to listen to them J 

1 — "The Liberator," March (Marshall); 
"The Flag of Freedom," March 

(Coles). 

2 — "Banner of Liberty," Selec- jjj 
tion (Goldsmith), in f 
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two parts. v 

3— "In the Firing Line," March (Coles) ; "A Crown J 
of Peace*' (Goldsmith). rj 

Price, $1.10 each, postpaid. ift 





THE FOUNDER'S RECORDS 


1- 


-"Please 


Sir, Save 


Me"; 


"Through 


Jordan." 


2- 


-"Rope 


Wanted"; 


"Don't 


Forget." 








Price, $1.50 


each, 


postpaid. 





"The Gospel Feast," 
March (Ball) and 
"Mighty to Save," 
March (Marshall). 
$1.10 each, postpaid. 
These two recordings 
are by the Salvationist 
Publishing and Sup- 
plies Band. 




BOOKS YOU WILL READ WITH PROFIT 



SPECIAL—JUST ARRIVED 

A splendid tonic after a strenuous holiday. A set of Salvation Armv 
Miniature Biographies, consisting of the following:— 
No. 1. "The Prisoner's Friend"— James Barker. 

2. "A Japanese Lady" — Kiye Yamamuro. 

3. "The Saved Railway Guard"— Commissioner James Dowdle 

4. "A Girl Collegiate"— Elizabeth Swift Brengle 

5. "The Black Prince"— Brigadier William Bennett. 

6. "A Swedish Warrior" — Hannah Ouchterlony. 

7. "Drunkard and Soul-Saver" — Jack Stoker. 
"Friend of the Poor"— Mrs. Colonel Barker. 
"From Bush Boy to Preacher"— Colonel John Dean 
"Given for India" — Catherine Bannister. 
"A Salvation Army David"— Lt.-Colonel Thomas. 



S. 

9. 

10. 

11. 



18. "From Pontypool to Pelting"— Commissioner Francis Pearce. 

The Volumes, are contained in a neat, well-bound case PrW «1 9n 
postpaid, complete set. ' * 1 " !0 



SPECIAL FOR CORPS CADETS AND YOUNG PEOPLE'S WORKERS 
—"HELPS TO DIRECTORY," 30c. POSTAGE 80. EXTRA 



We can secure any Book— Spiritual. Devotional, or Educational— bv anv 

author or publisher. Be sure and let us know your requirements anri 

we will gladly avail ourselves of the privilege of serving you. 

Send your order to 




THE TRADE SECRETARY, 20 Albert Street, Toronto 




FLEE TO JESUS 

"Guide me, great Jehovah," 
"Helmsley." 

Hasten to the cross, backslider, , 

Flee to Jesus! tarry not! 
Could the arms of mercy wider 
Stretch, thy hell-bound race to 
stop? 
Christ rejecter, 
Hell will surely be thy lot! 

Once the love of God inflamed thee, 
Fired thy soul with light divine! 
Then it seemed that nothing shamed 
thee, 
Thou wast His and He was thine! 

Now, backslider, 
Midst a hell here thou dost pine! 

Wilt thou on His life-blood trample 
Who for thee in love was slain? 

Wilt thou, by thy base example, 
Add to guilt another stain? 

Heavenward turning, 
Prodigal, come home again! 

See, for thee thy Saviour's waiting! 
. Hark, how for thy soul He pleads! 
Justice-claims once more abating! 

'Tis for thee He intercedes! 
Grace restoring, 

Pardoning thy life's misdeeds! 

MY ALL-IN-ALL 

"Sovereignty," "Ye banks 
and braes." 
Thou hidden source of calm repose, 

Thou all-sufficient Love divine, 
My help and refuge from my foes, 

Secure I am if Thou art mine: 
And lo! from sin and grief and shame, 
I hide me, Jesus, in Thy name. 

Thy mighty name Salvation is, 
And keeps my happy soul above; 

Comfort it brings and power and 
peace 
And joy and everlasting love; 

To me with Thy dear name, are given 

Pardon and Holiness and Heaven. 

Jesus, my All-in-all Thou art, 
My rest in toil, my ease in pain; 

The medicine of my broken heart, 
In. war my peace, in loss my gain, 

In grief my joy unspeakable, 

My life in death, my All-in-all. 

(Continued from column 1) 
plexlon. Last heard of at Bradley, Ont. 
Mother anxious for news. 17926 

DARV1LL, E, J.— Last heard of In 
Montreal, at 328 Shorbrooke Street, In 
1922, Mother, In England, is anxious to 
hear from him. 18010 

RUTHERFORD, John James— Ane 28; 
height 6 ft. 9 Ins.; black hair: blue eyes; 
dark complexion. Born In North Shields; 
occupation, Chief Steward, May be go- 
ing by the name of "Carlborg." Slight 
limp In left foot; right arm tattooed 
with two hands clasped. 18038 

WELSH, John— Age 55. Was a sailor, 
but settled down somewhere In Toronto 
about nine years ago. Sister, In England, 
is anxious to hear from him. 1W140 

GRACE, Walter— Age 57; height ft.; 
blue eyes; grey hair. Last heard of in 
New York aix years ago, but Is thought 
to be In Toronto now. Sister, in NeW 
Zealand, enquiring. 18011 

MOLLER, Louis Albert — Age 27. Oave 
WILDRIDGE, Thomas — Age 33; fair 
complexion; light brown hair; blue eyes, 
Last heard of three years ago at R.R. 
No. 2, Springfield, Ont. Mother anxious 
for news. 18074 

GOULDING, Thomas — Height 5 ft. 8 
Ins.; light brown hair; blue eyes; fair 
complexion; printnr by trade. Last heara 
of In Lindsay, Ont. Whereabouts urgent- 
ly sought, 18082 
BOOTH, Mrs. Dounlas — Last known 
address, 126 Carlton Streot, Toronto, 
Ont. Maiden name Betty Cranneld, 
Sister Rose, In England; enquires. 

BURD, Sarah— Thought to have mar- 
ried Henry Hogg. Has a son 22 years of 
age, named Lloyd Francis (Frank), Any- 
one knowing this person's address, kind- 
ly notify us immediately. 

BRADSHAW, Mrs. Charles— Has re- 
cently left England. Thought to have 
come to Canada. Information urgently 
ne ?. ( 'i„„ as to her whereabouts. 

Morris, Mrs. (nee Elizabeth 
"Queenle" Bancroft)— Late of Cannock, 
Staffordshire, England. Came to Toron- 
to in 1924. Age 47; tall, fair and rather 
stout. Brother enquires. 

CARLE, Mrs. Magole— Age 56; mar- 
ried; Scotch. 

CARTE, Mrs. Martha— Age 61; mar- 
ried; Scotch. 

Last known address of both parties 
was West Port, Ont., Canada. Brother, 
in England, enquires. 

AUSTIN, Kathleen May — Age 19 
years; height 5 ft. 5 Ins.; dark brown 
hair; largo, dark brown eyes. Wore 
glasses. Thought to l>e in Toronto, 
Mother anxious for news. 
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GRAVEYARD OF CARS 

Where Aristocrat and Plebeian 
Find Common Level 

A NOVEL experiment is being tried 
in New York State whereby use- 
less swamp land will be converted 
into valuable property by using the 
swamp as the final resting place of 
worn-out automobiles. 

Supported on huge duck-board plat- 
forms on the fringe of the swamp, a 
clamshell digger is excavating a 
trench as far out as the heavy steel 
clamshell jaws can. reach. 

After excavating 500 feet of trench 
the machine retraces its course and 
transfers into it the discarded auto 
bodies, frames and assorted dump 
debris which is piled nearby. The 
open jaw bucket, edged with dragon- 
like teeth, drops with a thud on the 
skeleton remains of what might once 
have been an aristocratic limousine. 
Steel cables squeak and the clamshell 
jaws crush the sides of the auto with 
sounds suggestive of the breaking 
bones of a small animal in the jaws 
of a powerful adversary. 

After the trench has been brought 
up to the; desired level with the auto 
and dump debris a thick covering of 
clean earth will complete the inter- 
ment. 

Across from the swamp is a huge 
automobile assembling plant from 
which hundreds, possibly thousands, 
of brightly burnished new cars 
emerge each day. Nobody knows how 
far afield they may travel or where 
their final resting place may be. Long 
before these new cars obtain obsoles- 
cence, however, the nearby graveyard 
of thousands of their predecessors 
will be a smooth athletic field. 



THE BOUNCING MACHINE 

One of the cunning devices used by 
entomologists to deal with the insect 
pest problem is that of a "bouncing 
machine." The tiuy insect's eggs are 
allowed to run down a wooden chute 
and bounce off a small piece of tin at 
the bottom. An egg which has been 
"parasitized" — that is, which has an- 
other egg, laid by the parasite, inside 
it — does not have the same capacity 
for bouncing as do healthy eggs which 
jump into a further tin and so are 
separated for laboratory purposes. 



ARCTIC AIR ROUTE 

The possibility of an Arctic air 
route between England and Canada 
is being carried a stage further this 
Summer. Last month an expedition 
was scheduled to leave England to ex- 
plore the Arctic ice cap of Greenland. 
The party sailed in the "Quest," the 
sturdy craft used by Sir Ernest 
Shackleton in his explorations. The 
special advantage of the proposed 
route is that the longest stretch of 
flying, over the sea is only 300 miles. 



IMMIGRATION DEPARTMENT 

Are Yod Going Home to tha Old Country tor 
CHRISTMAS. 
Join orb ol onr Spoclal Parties 
S. S. "DORIC" from Montreal November 28th. 
S. S. "DUCHESS of ATH0LL" (ram StJohn N.B. 
December 16th. lor BELFAST-GLASGQW- 

and LIVERPOOL 
Third Class Retnrn Ocjau rate from $155. up. 
Ordinary Bookings can also be arranged to or 

from (he Old Country 

Rates and Sailings ^application PASSPORTS 

SECURED—PASSENGERS MET. 

Write to-day for full information. 

The Resident Secretary, 

1225 University St., Montreal, F.Q. 

or the Secretory, 
480 Jarvla St., Toronto, Ont. 
808 Dundaa St., Woodstock, Out. 
114 Beckwlth St., Drawer 1468, 
Smith's Foils, Ont 



A SURVEY OF CURRENT THOUGHT AND EVENTS 



ITALY'S EARTHQUAKES VEGETABLE FIBRE WOOL 



The Subterranean Terror Which 
No Man Can Tame 

THERE is nothing that excites the 
sympathy of one nation for an- 
other so much as a catastrophe such 
as that which has befallen Italy. 
With three thousand dead, ten thou- 
sand injured and eighty-three towns 
in ruins from one or the worst vol- 
canic eruptions which has visited the 
country — she is in a pitiable plight. 
No other country has suffered to the 
same extent from this horror which 
hides beneath the earth's crust. 

In 1456, forty thousand people per- 
ished in Naples in another such 
tragedy. Records reveal that between 
the years 1783 and 1857 the kingdom 
of Naples lost 110,000 inhabitants by 
earthquakes. 

Only twenty-two years ago the city 
of Messina was practically extermin- 
ated by an eruption which took 
eighty thousand lives. 

While the study of earth tremors has 
yielded much information concerning 
their causes and location, there is yet 
no serious thought, or hope, of con- 
trolling these internal convulsions. At 
the same time the modern construc- 
tion of houses, of steel and concrete, 
should greatly lessen the number of 
casualties from future quakes. 



Strength and Wearing Qualities 
Equal to Genuine Article 

ii A RTIFICIAL" wool manufactur- 
er* ed from vegetable fibre is to- 
day being used for suitings, felts, 
carpets, blankets — in fact, nearly 
every type of wool textile product. 
While none of the large textile 
manufacturers have accepted the 
fibre as yet, the half-dozen companies 
specializing in its production, each 
with a secret process for treating it, 
seem assured of extensive growth. 

The raw material for artificial 
wool is, for the most part, ramie, a 
fibre-bearing plant grown principally 
in China, Japan, and India. American 
manufacturers are making an appar- 
ently successful effort to grow the 
plant. One company has 12,000,000 
ramie plants under cultivation in 
Louisiana. 

The cost of artificial wool is prob- 
ably about one-third that of the 
"real." The finished product made 
from artificial wool is not as soft 
and pliable as the real wool: it is 
coarser and has less resiliency. On 
the other hand, it gains in strength 
when wet and its wearing qualities 
are apparently comparable to those 
of the "real." 




SEA'S AWFUL TOLL 

Stories of Heroism in Time of 
Storm on the Mighty Deep 

MAN has not yet become master 
of the sea, nor is he likely to 
achieve such a distinction for many 
years, notwithstanding the remark- 
able progress that has been made in 
recent times. When Miss Amy John- 
son, on her way to Australia, flying 
low over the sea in the teeth of a 
gale, saw beneath her the foaming 
waves leaping upward with an angry 
and hungry look; her heart was chill- 
ed with fear. 

Throughout all ages the sea has 
taken toll of human life with awful 
and relentless persistency, and the 
only cheering spot in the otherwise 
da*k annals of sea history is the story 
of self-sacrifice and courage mani- 
fested by seafarers under the most 
trying difficulties. Recently from the 
fishing fleet of Aberdeen (Scotland) 
there came two stories of bravery. 

The first of these concerned Robert 
Chettleburgh, skipper of the Strath- 
leven, who was drowned in trying to 
rescue his brother. 

The trawl-net had been fouled by 
a rope as the crew were hauling in, 
and in the rough sea the mate was 
tripped up and carried overboard. 

As he staggered, his brother flung 
his arms round his neck to save him; 
but in vain. The flying rope dragged 
them both with it into the heavy sea 
The crew threw out lifebuoys, and 
the skipper, grasping one, passed it 
to his brother. The second lifebuoy 
fell short. When the skipper, in his 
heavy seaboots, strove to reach it 
he disappeared. 

In the gale the crew launched the 
small boat and, after three-quarters 
of an hour of pulling, got up to the 
mate. He was lying across the life- 
buoy, unconscious. He was deliri- 
ous when they got him aboard. But 
the brave skipper never more was 
seen. 

The second story from this fish- 
ing fleet is from the trawler Strath - 
lochy, which was in the storm of the 
next day. She came back to port 
with her skipper mourning the death 
of his father whom he had tried to 
save, and tried in vain. 

A sea had struck the trawler carry- 
ing the trawling gear overboard just 
as it was being hauled in. It was 
nearly dark, and by the feeble light of 
the ship's lamp a man in yellow oil- 
skins could be seen floating on the 
water. 

The skipper kicked off his boots, 
and with all his clothes on went over 
the side and swam strongly to the 
fisherman who had been wrenched 
overboard. He reached him. It was his 
own father! 

The crew threw a line, the skipper 
caught it, still holding his father, was 
hauled in toward the trawler. Just 
as the crew were preparing to haul 
the two aboard another heavy sea 
struck the ship and the swimmer. It 
wrenched the father from his sou's 
grasp. He sank and was seen no 
more. The skipper was nearly un- 
conscious when hauled aboard. 



SHOWERS TO ORDER 

M. Veraart, of Holland, has discov- 
ered a method of making artificial 
rain-showers. A squadron of Air 
Force machines flew across the Zuy- 
der Zee and rose above the level of 
the clouds, on which they dropped 
powdered ice. 

As the melting ice fell upon the 
clouds it condensed the particles of . 
vapor, and a shower of rain fell. 



Glimpse of the magnificent architecture typical of the Government 
buildings In Pretoria,. South Africa 



VOICE FROM THE CLOUDS 

On the occasion of the visit of the 
British airship R-100 to Ottawa the 
first airship-to-land conversation ever 
known in Canada, was successfully 
attempted and still more radio history 
made. 
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LABOR DAY AND 
JESUS! 

(Sec page 3) 
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JAMES HAY, Commissioner, 



A Man Who Came Back 



This Farmer - Treasurer 



ONE OF THE MANY CLEVER WORKMEN RESCUED FROM IS ONE WHO DESERVES HIS PLACE » f^AN INDUSTRIAL 
DESPAIR BY THE ARMY NUMBER OF lHfc wak wi 



JAMES L~ was a man of perhaps 
, thirty-eight years of age when 
tin writer first met him; he was 
a married man and a father. He had 
been a claver workman but through 
indulgence hi strong- drink he had de- 
generated until he had reached the 
hobo class. In the course of a cam- 
paign which the writer conducted in 
the man's home town, his wife, a 
Christian woman, came and told me 
the sad story of her married life. She 
did not know where her husband was. 
Ho was tramping- the country, some- 
where, seeking- only to obtain the 
wherewithal to buy whiskey. She 
found it difficult to keep her little 
home together, and she was afraid 
that, roaming' the country in a fud- 
dled state, her husband would, meet 
v.'ith an accident and perhaps lose 
his life and 
his soul. We 
knelt and 
prayed that 
God would 
save him and 
bring- h i m 
back to his 
neglected ' lit- 
tle family. We 
further agreed 
to pray for, 
him at a cer- 
tain hour each 
day. 

One Sunday 
morning, 
shortly after, 
when I was 
leading a n 
Open - air 
meeting- in the 
poorer section, 
of the town, I 
noticed an in- 
toxicated man 
sitting- on the 
kerb; his head 
was hanging 
down limply 
between his 
knees. Occa- 
sionally h e 
would look up, 
as if some 
words of the 
messag-:; v/ire 
rcaclrng- his 
understanding-, and when we started 
to march to the Hall, he tried to fol- 
low us. One of the brothers assisted 
him and brought him along. During 
the service he listened more intently, 
and apparently began to sober up, In 
the course of the Prayer-meeting, I 
spoke to him, and, after some conver- 




Sister Wakefield 
represents a n o t her 
type of worker. At- 
tached to the Dan- 
fortih Corps she 
gives of her spare 
time to spread the 
iMi'.vs of Salvation, 
per the medium of 
"The War Cvy" 



A VETERAN WRITES 
SP.ICOE (Ensign Collins, Lieuten- 
ant Bateinan) — I am an old time Sal- 
vationist and have been on the war- 
path over forty years. About a year 
ago I was operated upon in the local 
hospital with good success, and aa I 
lay on my bed on the Sabbath Day I 
thought how nice it would be to 
have prayer and some singing- there 
on Sunday. When I left the hospital 
I consulted our Officers and permis- 
sion was obtained from the hospital 
authorities. Frequently, now, on a 
Sunday morning we have the privil- 
ege from 9 until. 10 o'clock of holding 
a service, and it is appreciated by 
both the patients and staff. 

Last Sunday, Ensign Collins put in 
a busy day holding four meetings in 
the hospital, three Open-airs and 
three indoor meetings. 

Our Jai 1 Sergeant is very busy. I 
am sorry to say our Jail is full nearly 
all the time. — Chas. Mason, retired 
Corps Sergeant-Ma jor. 



sation, he went to kneel at th? Mercy- 
seat. 

Certainly he was a pitiable-looking 
being, and we were wondering how 
we could further help him, when he 
desired to tell his story. He had not 
proceeded far when we learned that 
God had answered prayer, and that 
this man was the hobo-husband of 
the little woman with whom we had 
entered the prayer-covenant on his 
behalf. 

Very soon he was bathed, shaven 
and dressed in decent clothes, and a 
day or two later we presented him 
to his wife as a brand-new husband. 
There was such rejoicing in that little 
home that one could well believe the 
angels in heaven were sharing. In a 
brief while we found a situation for 
him, running a lathe in a large auto- 
mobile factory. He underwent a se- 
vere test of the genuineness of his 
conversion and of his deliverance 
from the power of his former habits, 
but he faithfully performed his duty 
at the factory and in the evening, on 
the street and in the Hall, testified to 
the wonderful change that had been 
made in his heart and life by the 
grace of God. 

James was not yet a perfect man, 
but he persevered through mistakes 
and trials, and God did not forsake 
him. The ex-hobo became an indus- 
trious and respected citizen and later, 
when his physical welfare required 
that he should seek lighter employ- 
ment, he was given a place of trust, 
becoming manager of a small de- 
( Continued in column 4) 



THE farmer, surely, -has a con- 
tribution to make to an In- 
dustrial number of "The War 
Cry." And when that farmer is a 
Christian and a Salvationist: to boot, 
the justification for a word or two 
about that individual is obvious. 

Treasurer "Jim" Raby has a wide 
circle of acquaintances about Fenelon 
Falls, and they are chiefly friendly. 
You have only to grip that bronzed, 
muscular fist and to look into that 
weather-beaten 1 , open face to know 
that lie is a man of "Gibraltic" char- 
acter; for thirty-seven years such has 
been the case. The- same could hardly 
have been said, however, previous to 
that time. Over and over again he 
has borne witness to the fact that 
his youth was sadly chequered by 
wild, reckless mis-behaviour. He, was 
a misery to himself and an anxiety 
to his friends. 

One day some of his Salvationist 
acquaintances held a "praying bee" 
for Prodigal Jim. Those prayers 
seared as a cat-o'-nine-tails could 
never have done, for two or three 
weeks he suffered the agony of a tor- 
tured conscience. Then Gilead's Balm 
soothed his remorseful spirit at the 
Mercy-seat in the little Fenelon Falls 
Hall, and he witnesses to-day with 
unlessened vigor to the miracle 
wrought that night. 

His first duty as a convert was 
significant. They appointed Jim Or- 
derly Sergeant! If brawlers were as 
troublesome in that day in Fenelon 
Falls as in many Corps, the position 
was certainly the acid test of a 
chap's experience. Evidently Jim sur- 
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vlved the ordeals for he was later 
promoted to Corps Sergeant-Major. 
He recalls with pleasure that the late 
Brother Mark Ayre, who was then 
a District Officer here, handed Mm 
his first Commission. Thirty-one 
years ago he became Treasurer, a 
position which he fills to-day with 
credit. 

The "White 
House" — the des- 
ignation which 
our comrades 
have playfully 
given their snug 
farm - house — 
stands on an em- 
inence and com- 
mands an admir- 
able view of 
wood, field and 
stream. It may 
very well be said 
that our comrade 
is monarch of all 
he surveys. He 
has in his posses- 
sion the original 
crown deeds of 
the farm, which 
the father of 
Mrs. Raby pur- 
chased when he 
settled in • this 
district as a pio- 
neer and hewed 
a clearing from 
the dense forest 
for his little 
cabin. 

Much of the 
shore-line of the broad Fenelon 
River is also owned by the 
Treasurer. Some time ago he was 
approached by a gentleman with a 
view to purchasing much of this de- 
sirable property, for which he was 
prepared to pay a handsome price. 
But our comrade was less concerned 
about monetary considerations than 
with retaining a respectable commun- 
ity, which then consisted of a few 
cottages. This latter would certainly 
have been sacrificed had the property 
been sold for the purpose suggested. 

It is such high principle that has 
earned for Treasurer Jim Raby and 
his splendid partner the high regard 
of their comrades and townsfolk. 

(Continued from column 2) 

partment in conneetion with an ex- 
tensive business. 

More recently (when the writer was 
indulging in an evening at home) 
James, his wife and the two refined - 
young people, son and daughter, 
drove over from their home town to 
visit him. They were happy and pros- 
perous and, although James was not 
physically robust, he declared that he 
was enjoying "the peace of God which 
passeth all understanding."— David 
Shankland, Envoy, 



Treasurer Baby, 
Fenelon. Fails 



AN "OLD BOY" IN CHARGE 

DOVERCOURT (Field-Major and 
Mrs. Ellsworth) —Captain Jack Web- 
ster, of Paterson, N.J., a Dovercourt 
"old boy" wag in charge of the meet- 
ings on Sunday, August 17th. A 
grand Prayer-meeting at night closed 
with five seekers at the Penitent- 
form. Hallelujah!— E.L.W. 

TEN SOULS 

DEER LAKE (Captain and Mrs. 
Driscoll, Lieutenant Oakley)— During 
the absence of our Officers we have 
had some gracious outpourings of the 
Holy Spirit of God and ten souls have 
made the surrender.— -C. S.-M. H. 
Dicks. 



